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THE  DUCHESS  OE  MALFI : 

A TRAGEDY,  IN  FIVE  ACTS, 

ADAPTED  FEOM  JOHN  WEBSTER. 
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Antonio  Bologna 
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ACT  I. 


Scene  I. — Set  Picture  of  the  Gardens  of  a 
Palace,  overlooking  the  Port  of  Malfi, 
with  the  sea  in  the  distance — Mid-day. 

Pnter  Antonio  and  Delio. 

Del.  You  are  welcome  to  your  country, 
dear  Antonio  : 

How  like  you  the  French  coiu’t  ? 

Ant,  I admire  it. 

In  seeking  to  reduce  both  st  ate  and  people 
To  a fixed  order : for  I hold  that  a prince’s 
court 

Is  like  a common  fountain,  whence  should  flow 
Pure  silver  drops  in  general ; but  if  it  chance 
Some  curs’d  example  poison  it  near  the  head. 
Death  and  diseases  through  the  whole  land 
spread. 

Del.  Here  comes  Bosola. 

Ant.  Who  is  Bosola  ? 

Del.  I knew  him  in  Padua, 

The  only  court-gall : yet  his  railing,  I surmise. 
Is  not  for  simple  love  of  piety  : 
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Indeed,  he  rails  at  those  things  which  he  wants. 

(both  go  up  the  stage) 

Muter  Cardinal  G'Rk.zik.si,  followed  by 
Bosola. 

Bos.  {to  Cardinal.)  I do  haunt  you  still. 

Card.  So. 

Bos.  I have  done  you 

Better  service  than  to  be  thus  slighted : 
Miserable  age,  where  onl3^  the  reward 
Of  doing  well  is  the  doing  of  it. 

Card.  You  enforce  your  merit  too  much. 

Bos.  I fell  into  the  galleys  in  your  service, 
where,  for  two  years  together,  I wore  t-vo 
towels  instead  of  a shirt,  with  a knot  on  the 
shoulder,  after  the  fashion  of  a Roman  mantle. 

{crosses) 

Card.  Would  you  could  become  honest ! 

Bos.  With  all  your  divinity,  do  but  direct 
me  the  waj'  to  it : I 

{'pointedly  to  the  Cardinal) 
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Have  known  many  travel  far  for  it,  and  yet 
return  as 

Arrant  knaves  as  they  went  forth;  because 
they  arrived 

Themselves  always  along  with  them. 

[Exit  Cardinal. 

Are  you  gone  ? 

Some  fellow's,  they  say,  are  possess’d  with  the 
devil  ; 

But  this  great  fellow  were  able  to  possess  the 
greatest 

Devil,  and  make  him  worse  ! 

Ant.  {coming  forward  with  Delio.)  He 
hath  denied  thee  some  suit  ? 

JBos.  He  and  his  brothers  are  like  plum- 
trees  that  grow  crooked 
Over  standing  pools ; — the}"  are  rich  and  over- 
laden with 

Fruit  ! hut  none  hut  crows,  pies,  and  cater- 
pillars feed 

On  them.  And  yet  do  you  not  scorn  us,  for 
Places  in  the  court  are  hut  like  beds  in  the 
hospital,  where  this 

Man’s  head  lies  at  that  man’s  foot,  and  so 
lower  and  low'er.  [Exit. 

Eel.  I knew  this  fellow  seven  years  in  the 
galleys. 

For  a notorious  murder,  aird  ’twas  thought 
'i'he  Cardinal  suborn’d  it.  He  w"as  releas’d 
When  the  French  recovei-ed  Naples. 

Ant.  ’Tis  a great  pity 

He  should  be  thus  neglected. — I have  heal’d 
He’s  very  valiant  : this  foul  melancholy 
Will  poison  all  his  goodness,  for  (I  tell  you; 

If  too  immoderate  sleep  be  truly  said 
To  be  an  inward  rust  upon  the  soul. 

It  then  doth  follow  want  of  action 
Breeds  all  black  malcontents  ; and  their  close 
rearing, 

Like  moths  in  cloth,  do  hurt  for  want  of 
wearing. 

Eel.  {seeing  Eerdinand' s suite  approach.) 
The  presence  ’gins  to  fill : you  promised  me 
To  make  me  the  partaker  of  the  natures 
Of  some  of  our  great  courtiers. 

Ant.  The  Lord  Cardinal, 

And  other  strangers  that  are  now  in  court, 

I shall.  Here  comes  the  great  Calabrian  duke. 

[both  cross. 

Enter  Feedinand,  Silvio,  awe?  Casteuccio, 
accompanied  by  Courtiers  and  Attendants. 

Ferd.  Who,  in  the  sports,  took  the  ring 
oftenest  ? 

^il>  Antonio  Bologna,  my  lord, 

Ferd.  Our  sister  duchess’  great  master  of 
the  household 

Again  the  victor!  {thoughtfully  — after  a 
pause.)  When  shall  we  leave  this 
sportive  action. 

And  fall  to  action  indeed  ? 

Cast.  Methinks,  my  lord  : j 

\ ou  should  not  desire  to  go  to  war  in  person.  I 
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[scene  I, 

Ferd.  {aside.)  Now  for  some  gravity,  {to 
Cast.)  Why,  my  lord  ? 

Cast.  It  is  fitting  a soldier  arise  to  be  a 
prince,  but  not  necessaiy. 

A prince  descend  to  be  a soldier. 

Ferd.  No  ? 

Cast.  No,  my  lord  i 

He  were  far  better  to  do  it  by  a deputy. 

Ferd.  Why  should  he  not  as  well  sleep  or 
eat  by  a deputy  ? 

This  might  take  idle,  offensive,  and  base  office 
from  him ; 

Whereas  the  other  deprives  him  of  honour. 

Cast.  Believe  my  experience  ; that  realm  is 
never  long  in  quiet. 

Where  the  ruler  is  a soldier. 

Ferd.  {to  Silvio.)  I shall  shortly 

Visit  you  at  Milan,  Lord  Silvio. 

Sil.  Your  grace  shall  arrive  most  welcome. 
{fourish  of  trumpets  heard  off  stage) 

Sil.  {looking  off  and  addressing  Ferdinand.) 
Your  brother,  the  Lord  Cardinal,  and 
sister  Duchess. 

Enter,  preceded  by  pages,  the  Euchess  of 

Malfi,  Cardinal  Geaziani,  Geisolan, 

Julia,  Caeicla,  and  lords  and  ladies. 

Card,  {to  Grisolan.)  Are  the  galleys  come 
about  ? 

Gris.  They  are,  my  lord. 

{attendants  go  up.) 

Ferd.  Sister,  the  Lord  Silvio  is  come  to  take 
his  leave. 

{they  retire  tip. — Eelio  and  Antonio 
advance.) 

Eel.  {apart  to  Antonio)  Now,  sir,  j'our 
promise  : what’s  that  Cardinal  ? 

I mean  his  temper.  They  say  he’s  a brave 
fellow. 

Will  plaj"  his  five  thousand  crowns  at  tennis, 
dance. 

Court  ladies,  and  one  that  hath  fought  single 
combats. 

Ant.  {apart  to  Eelio.)  Some  such  flushes 
superficially  hang  on  him,  for  form ; 

But,  observe  his  inward  character,  he  is  a me- 
lancholy 

Churchman.  He  should  have  been  Pope ; but, 
instead  of 

Coming  to  it  by  the  primicive  decency  of  the 
church. 

He  did  bestow  bribes  so  largely,  and  so  im- 
l)udcntl3",  as  if  he  would 

Have  carried  it  away  without  Heaven’s  know- 
ledge. 

Eel.  You  have  given  too  much  of  him  ; 
what’s  his  brother  ? 

Ant.  The  duke  there  ? A most  perverse 
and  turbulent  nature : 

What  appears  in  him  mirth  is  merely  outside. 

But  for  their  sister  (the  right  noble  Duchess), 

You  never  fix’d  your  eye  on  three  fair  medals, 

Cast  in  one  figure,  of  so  diflerent  temper  ; 
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For  her  discourse,  it  is  so  full  of  rapture, 

You  only  will  begin  then  to  be  sorry 
'VVhen  she  doth  end  her  speech.  Whilst  she 
speaks, 

She  throws  upon  a man  so  sweet  a look. 

That  it  w'ere  able  to  raise  one  to  a galliard 
That  lay  in  a dead  palsy ; 

Her  days  are  practised  in  such  noble  virtue. 
That  sure  her  nights — nay,  more,  her  very 
sleeps — 

Are  more  in  heaven  than  others’  supplications. 
Let  allsweet  ladies  break  their  tlatt’ring  glasses. 
And  dress  themselves  in  her. 

Del.  {laughingly.)  Well  done!  Antonio. 
Ant.  I’ll  case  the  picture  up  only  thus  much. 
All  her  particular  worth  grows  to  this  sum, — 
She  stains  the  time  past,  lights  the  time  to  come. 

{As  this  apart  dialogue  is  concluded, 
they  go  towards  the  other  cha- 
racters and  are  met  hy  Cariola, 
advancing  from  the  others. 

Card,  {aside,  to  Antonio?)  You  must  attend 
my  lady  in  the  gallery. 

Some  half  hour  hence. 

Ant.  I shall.  [Dxit  with  Delio. 

{the  other  characters  advance.) 
Derd.  {to  the  Duchess.)  Sister,  I have  a 
suit  to  you. 

Duch.  To  me,  sir  ? 

Ferd.  A gentleman  here — Daniel  de  Bosola — 
A worthy  fellow  he  is  : let  me  entreat  for  him 
The  provisorship  of  your  horse. 

Duch.  Your  knowledge  of  him 

Commends  him  and  prefers  him. 

{fourish  of  trumpets.) 
Ferd.  We  are  now  upon  parting. 

Duch.  {to  attendants)  Bring  the  ‘Candages : 
we’ll  take  you  down  to  the  haven. 
\'Exeunt  all  hut  Ferdinand  and  the  Cardinal. 

Card.  Be  sure  you  entertain  that  Bosola 
For  your  intelligence:  1 would  not  be  seen 
in ’t; 

And  therefore  many  times  I have  slighted  him, 
When  he  did  court  our  furtherance — as  this 
morning. 

Ferd.  Antonio,  the  great  master  of  her 
household. 

Had  been  far  fitter. 

Card.  Y"ou  are  deceived  in  him ; 

His  nature  is  too  honest  for  such  business. 
{looking  off)  Bosola  comes  : I’ll  leave  yon 

\_Exit. 

Enter  Bosola. 

Eos.  I attend  your  summons. 

Ferd.  My  brother  here,  the  Cardinal,  could 
never 
Abide  you. 

Bos.  {sneeringly)  Never  since  he  was  in 
my  debt. 

Ferd.  Maybe,  some  oblique  character  in 
your  face 

Made  him  suspect  you  ? 


Bos.  Doth  he,  then,  study  ])h3'siogn('my  ? 
Let  him  take  heed ; for,  to  suspect  a friend 
unwortliily, 

Instructs  him  the  next  way  to  suspect  you, 
And  prompts  him  to  deceive  you. 

Ferd.  There’s  gold.  {Gives  a purse. 
Bos.  {looking  at  and  iveighing  it  in- 
quiringly) So  ! 

What  follows  ? Never  rained  such  showers 
as  these. 

Without  thunderbolts  i’  the  tail  of  them ! 
Whose  throat  must  I cut  ? 

Ferd.  Your  inclination  to  shed  blood  rides 
post. 

Before  my  occasion  to  use  you.  I give  yon 
that 

To  live  in  the  court  here,  and  observe  the 
Duchess ; 

To  note  all  the  particulars  of  her  behaviour. 
What  suitors  do  solicit  her  for  marriage. 

And  whom  she  best  afiects.  She’s  a yenng 
widow ; 

I would  not  have  her  marry  again. 

Bos.  No,  sir 

Ferd.  Do  not  you  ask  the  reason,  but  be 
satisfied : 

I saj'  I would  not. 

Bos.  It  seems  ^mu  would  create  me 
One  of  your  familiars. 

Ferd.  Familiar ! Wliat’s  that  ? 

Bos.  Wh3',  a veiy  quaint  invisible  devil  in 
flesh  ! 

An  intelligencer. 

Ferd.  Such  a kind  of  thriving  thing 
I would  wish  thee;  and,  erelong,  thotx  mayst 
arrive 

At  a higher  place  by ’t — one  I have  procur’d 
for  you 

This  morning — the  mastership  of  tlie  horse  ! 
Have  you  heard  on’t  ? 

Bos.  No. 

Ferd.  ’Tis  j'ours : its  not  worth  thanks. 

Bos.  Oh  ! that  to  avoid  ingratitude 
For  the  good  deed  you  have  done  me,  I 

must  do 

All  the  ill  man  can  invent ! Thus  the  devil 
Candies  all  sins  o’er. 

Ferd.  Be  yourself!  Away! 

'\Exit. 

Bos.  Let  good  men  for  good  deeds  covet 
good  fame. 

Since  place  and  riches  oft  are  bribes  of  shame  : 
Sometimes  the  devil  doth  preach.  [_Eo:it. 

Scene  II. — Anti-Chamher  in  the  Dtichess's 
Palace  leading  to  the  Gallery,the  entrance, 
enclosed  hy  curtains — table,  on  which  are 
pen,  ink,  and  paper — two  chairs. 

Enter  Cardinal,  Duchess,  and  Ferdinand. 
Card,  {to  the  Duchess)  We  are  to  part 
from  you,  and  .your  own  discretion 
Must  now  be  your  director. 

Ferd.  You  are  a widow  ; 

a 
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Let  not  youth,  high  promotion,  eloquence 

Card.  No,  nor  anything  without  the  ad- 
dition, honour. 

Sway  your  high  blood. 

Ferd.  Marry  ? They  are  most  luxurious, 
will  wed  twice. 

Card.  Oh,  fie ! 

Ferd.  Now  hear  me : 

You  live  in  a rank  pasture  here,  i’  the  court ; 
There  is  a kind  of  honey-dew  that’s  deadly  : 
’Twill  poison  your  fame  : look  to ’t.  Be  not 
cunning ; 

For  the3^  whose  faces  do  belie  their  hearts 
Are  witches,  ere  they  arrive  at  twenty  years. 
Duch.  {laughingly)  This  is  terrible  good 
counsel. 

Ferd.  Your  darkest  actions — ^your  most 
private  thoughts 
Will  come  to  light. 

Card.  ^You  may  flatter  yourself, 

And  take  your  own  choice — privately  be 
married. 

Under  the  eves  of  night. 

Ferd.  Think ’t  the  best  voyage 

That  e’er  you  made.  Be  not  like  the  tortuous 
crab. 

Which,  though  it  goes  backward,  thinks  that 
it  goes  right. 

Because  it  goes  its  own  way  ; but  observe. 

Such  weddings  may  be  more  properly  said 
To  be  executed  than  celebrated. 

Duch.  {drawing  herself  up,  and  looking 
searchingly  first  at  one  and  the  other)  I 
think  this  speech  between  you  both  was 
studied, — 

It  came  so  roundly  off. 

Ferd.  You  are  my  sister. 

I would  have  you  give  o’er  these  scandalous 
revels : 

A vizor  and  a mask  are  whispering-rooms 
That  ne’er  were  built  for  goodness.  Fare  you 
well. 

\Fxeunt  Cardinal  and  Ferdinand. 
Duch.  {Sola)  Shall  this  move  me  ? If  all 
my  royal  kindred 

Lay  in  my  way  unto  this  marriage, 

I’d  make  them  my  low  footsteps,  {calling) 
Cariola 

Fnter  Cariola. 

{Advancing  to  Cariola.,  and  taking  both 
her  hands  in  hers. 

To  thy  known  secrecy  I have  given  up 
!More  than  my  life — my  fame. 

Car.  Both  shall  be  safe  ! 

For  I’ll  conceal  this  secret  from  the  woidd 
As  warily  as  those  that  trade  in  poison 
Keep  poison  from  their  children. 

JDuch.  I believe  it. 

Is  Antonio  come  ? 

Fnter  Antonio. 

Car.  He  attends  you. 


[scene  ii. 

Duch.  {In  an  under  tone)  Good  dear  soul, 
Leave  me ; but  place  thyself  behind  the  arras, 
Where  thou  mayst  overhear  us.  Wish  me 
good  speed. 

For  I am  going  into  a wilderness, 

Where  I shall  find  no  path,  no  finendly  clue, 

[Exit  Cariola. 
To  be  my  guide,  {to  Antonio,  confusedly)  I 
sent  for  you  : sit  down, 

Take  pen  and  ink,  and  write.  Are  you  ready 
Ant.  {hoiving  reverentially)  Yes. 

Fuch.  What  did  I say  ? 

Ant.  That  I should  write  somewhat. 

Fuch.  {somewhat  embarrassed)  Oh,  I 
remember  ! 

After  these  triumphs,  and  this  large  expense. 
It’s  fit,  like  thrifty  husbands,  we  inquire 
What’s  laid  up  for  to-morrow. 

Ant.  {In  rapturous  inadvertence)  So  please 

your  beauteous  excellence 

Fuch.  Beauteous,  indeed ! I thank  you ; I 
look  young  for  your  sake. 

You  have  ta’n  my  cares  upon  you. 

Ant.  {confusedly)  I’ll  fetch  your  grace  the 
Particulars  of  your  revenue  and  expense. 

Fuch.  {laughingly)  Oh,  you  are  an  upright 
treasurer  ; Wt  j'^ou  mistook  : 

For  when  I said  I meant  to  make  inquiry 
What’s  laid  up  for  to-morrow,  I did  mean 
What’s  laid  up  yonder  for  me. 

Ant.  Where  ? 

Fuch.  In  heaven. 

I am  making  my  will  (as  ’tis  fit  princes  should). 
In  perfect  memory ; and  I pray,  sir,  tell  me. 
Were  not  one  better  to  make  it  smiling  thus, 
Than  in  deep  groans  and  terrible  ghastly  looks, 
As  if  the  gifts  we  parted  with  procur’d 
That  violent  destruction  ? 

Ant.  {bowing)  Oh,  much  better. 

Fuch.  {archly)  If  I had  a husband  now, 
this  care  were  quit ; 

But  I intend  to  make  you  overseer. 

What  good  deed  shall  we  first  remember  ? 
Say. 

Ant.  {after  a thoughtful  pause,  and  seri- 
ously) 

Begin  with  that  good  deed  that  first  began  i’ 
the  world. 

After  man’s  creation — the  sacrament  of  mar- 
riage : 

I’d  have  you  make  provision  for  a husband. 
Give  him  all. 

Fuch.  All  ? 

Ant.  Yes . — j'our  excellent  self. 

Fuch.  In  a winding-sheet  ? What  do  you 
think  of  marriage  ? 

Ant.  I take ’t  as  those  that  deny  purgatory  : 
It  locally  contains  or  heaven  or  hell, — 

There’s  no  third  place  in’t. 

Fuch.  Fie,  fie ! {looking  closely  into  his 
face)  What’s  all  this  ? 

One  of  your  eyes  is  bloodshot : use  my  ring 
' to’t : 
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They  say  ’tis  very  sovereign.  ’Twas  my 
wedding-ring, 

And  I did  vow  never  to  part  with  it, 

But  to  my  second  husband. 

{Giving  him  the  ring. 
Ant.  You  have  parted  with  it  now. 

Dueh.  {archly)  Yes;  to  help  your  eyesight. 
Ant.  You  have  made  me  stark  blind  ? 

Dueh.  Ho\v  ? 

Ant.  There  is  a saucy  and  ambitious  devil 
Is  dancing  in  this  circle. 

D^lch.  Kemove  him. 

Ant.  How  ? 

Dueh.  There  needs  small  conjuration,  when 
your  finger 

May  do  it : thus  is  it  fit  ? 

Ant.  {dropping  on  his  knee)  What  said  you  ? 
Dtcch.  Sir, 

This  goodly  roof  of  yours  is  too  low-built; 

I cannot  stand  upright  in’t,  nor  discourse 
Without  I raise  it  higher.  Raise  yourself ; 

Or,  if  you  please,  my  hand  to  help  you : so — 
{assists  him  to  rise) 
Ant.  Conceive  not  I am  so  stupid,  but  I can  see 
Whereto  jmur  favours  tend ; but  he’s  a fool 
That,  being  a-cold,  would  thrust  his  hands  i’ 
the  fire 

To  warm  them. 

Dueh.  So,  now  the  ground’s  broke. 

You  may  discover  what  a wealthy  mine 
I make  you  lord  of. 

Ant.  Oh,  my  unworthiness ! 

Dueh.  Nay,  I must  tell  you. 

If  you  would  know  where  breathes  a complete 
man 

(I  speak  it  without  flattery),  turn  your  eyes. 
And  progress  through  yourself. 

Ant.  Were  there  nor  heaven  nor  hell, 

I should  be  honest : I have  long  serv’d  virtue. 
And  ne’er  ta’en  wages  of  her. 

Dueh.  Now  she  pays  it. 

The  misery  of  us  that  are  born  gi-eat ! 

We  are  forc’d  to  woo,  because  none  dare  woo 
us: — 

Compell’d  to  express  our  natural  passions 
In  riddles  and  in  dreams,  and  leave  the  path 
Of  simple  virtue,  which  was  never  made 
To  seem  the  thing  it  is  not.  Go  ! go,  brag 
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You  have  left  me  heartless — mine  is  in  j our 
bosom ; 

I hope  ’twill  multiply  love  there!  You 
tremble ! see, 

I do  put  off  all  vain  ceremony. 

And  only  do  appear  to  you  a young  widow. 
That  claims  you  for  her  husband ; and,  like  a 
widow, 

I use  but  half  a blush  in ’t. 

Ant.  Truth,  speak  for  me ! 

I will  remain  the  constant  sanctuary 
Of  your  good  name — 

Dueh.  I thank  you,  gentle  love. 

Ant.  But  for  your  brothers  ? 

Dueh.  Do  not  think  of  them  : 

All  discord,  without  this  circumference. 

Is  only  to  be  pitied,  and  not  feared ; 

Yet,  should  they  know  it,  time  will  easily 
Scatter  the  tempest. 

Ant.  These  words  should  be  mine. 

And  all  that  you  have  spoke,  if  some  part  of  it 
Would  not  have  savour^  of  flattery. 

Dueh.  Kneel  I {he  kneels) 

De-enter  CAEiOLA/ro»i  hack. 

Ant.  {alarmed  on  seeing  her)  Ha  ! 
Dueh.  Be  not  amazed : this  woman’s  of  my 
counsel. 

Heaven  bless  this  sacred  Gordian,  which  let 
discord 

Never  untwine ! 

Ant.  And  may  our  sweet  affections,  like  the 
spheres. 

Be  still  in  motion. 

Dueh.  Quick’ning,  and  make 
The  like  soft  music  ! 

Ant.  That  fortune  may  not  know  an  acci- 
dent. 

Either  of  joy  or  sorrow,  to  divide 
Our  fixed  wishes ! 

Dueh.  How  can  the  church  build  faster? 
We  now  are  man  and  wife,  and  ’tis  the  church 
That  must  but  echo  this. 

I would  have  you  lead  your  fortune  by  the 
hand : {taking  Antonio’s  hand) 

Oh,  let  me  shroud  ray  blushes  in  your  bosom. 
Since  ’tis  the  treasury  of  all  my  secrets. 

[Exeunt,  into  <^^)ucHES8’s  apartmenU 


ACT  II. 


{A  Period  of  Two  Years  is  supposed  to  have 
elapsed.) 

Scene  I. — Terrace  q/*  i/ie  Duchess’s  Garden, 
with  Ornamental  Temple  and  Lake — the 
town  of  Malfi  seen  in  the  distance. 

Enter  Bosola. 

Bos.  {soliloquising)  What  thing  is  in  this 
outward  form  of  man 
To  be  belov’d  ? We  account  it  ominous 


If  nature  do  produce  a colt  or  lamb, 

A fawn  or  goat,  in  any  limb  resembling 
A man,  and  fly  from  ’t  as  a prodigy. 

Man  stands  amazed  to  see  his  deformity. 

In  any  other  creature  but  himself. 

{goes  to  back  of  stage) 

Enter  Delio  and  Antonio,  in  apparent 
conversation. 

Del.  And  so  long  since  married  ? 

You  amaze  me. 
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THE  DUCHESS  OF  MALFL 


[SCEXS  I. 


Anf.  Let  me  seal  youv  lips  for  ever, 
l-'or  did  I think  that  anything  but  th’  air 
Could  carry  these  words  from  you,  I should 
wish 

^ ou  had  no  breath  at  all. 

For  two  long  years  onr  secret  has  been  safe ; 
J)ut  every  time  my  lady  comes  in  public 
]\Iy  heart  sinks,  lest  in  her  merry  moods 
She  should  betray  us. 

(Bosola  advances,  rmislngly ; Antonio, 
on  sceincj  him,  addresses  him) 

Now,  sir,  in  your  contemplation. 

You  are  studying  to  become  a great  wise 
fellow  ? 

Sos.  {sarcastically)  Oh,  sir,  the  opinion  of 
wisdom  is  a foul  terror 

That  runs  all  over  a man’s  body  : if  simplicity 
Direct  us  to  have  no  evil,  it  directs  us  to  a 
happ3^ 

Being  ; for  the  subtlest  follj^  proceeds  from  the 
Subtlest  wisdom.  Let  me  be  simply  honest. 

Ant.  I do  understand  your  inside. 

Hos.  Do  3'ou  so  ? 

Ant.  Because  you  would  not  seem  to  appear 
to  the  world 

Puff’d  up  with  your  preferment,  you  continue 
This  out-of-fashion  melancholy.  Leave  it, 
leave  it ! 

Bos.  Give  me  leave  to  be  honest  in  anj' 
])hrase,  in  any  compliment  whatsoever  : shall 
1 confess  mj'self  to  you  ? I look  no  higher 
than  I can  reach.  They  are  the  gods  that  must 
ride  on  winged  horses : when  a man’s  mind 
rides  faster  than  his  horse  can  gallop,  thej' 
Cjuicklj'  both  do  tire. 

Ant.  {sarcastically)  You  would  look  up  to 
heaven,  but  I think 

The  devil,  that  rules  i’  th’  air,  stands  in  3'our 
light. 

Bos.  {sarcastically)  Oh  ! sir,  you  are  lord 
of  the  ascendant, 

Chief  man  with  the  duchess — a duke  was  your 
Cousin  german  — removed,  fciay  you  were 
lineally 

Descended  from  King  Pippin,  or  he  himself. 
What  of  this  ? Search  the  heads  of  the  greatest 
rivers  in 

The  world,  you  shall  fi|id  them  but  bubbles  of 
water.  [Exit. 

Enter  the  Duchess,  Cakiola,  four  Lords, 
and  two  Ladies. 

Luch.  {to  Antonio,  tvho  is  bowing  to  her) 
Your  arm,  Antonio. 

I liave  heard  3mu  say  that  the  French  courtiers 
'SVeav  their  hats  on  ’fore  the  king  ? 

Ant.  1 have  seen  it. 

Luch.  In  the  presence  ? 

Ayit.  Yes. 

Luch.  Why  should  not  we  bring  up  that 
fashion  ? 

’Tis  ceremony  more  than  duty'  that  consists 
lu  the  removing  of  a piece  of  felt. 


Be  you  the  example  to  the  rest  of  the  court : 
Put  on  3'our  hat  iirst. 

Enter  Bosola,  with  basket  of  apricots. 

Ant.  You  must  pardon  me. 

I have  seen,  in  colder  countries  than  France, 
Nobles  stand  bare  to  the  Prince;  and  the  dis- 
tinction, 

Methinks,  showed  reverently. 

Bos.  {watching  every  movement  of  the 
Duchess — aside)  Methinks  our  Duchess 
condescends  most 

Mightily  to  this  Antonio — there’s  something 
in ’t. 

I’ll  e’en  present  the  apricots,  and  if  she  like 
them, 

’Twill  prove  what  I suspect,  {advancing,  and 
presenting  apricots  to  the  Duchess) 

I have  a present  for  3'our  grace — some  apricots. 

Luch.  {seeming  pleased)  Where  are  they  ? 
I have  heard  of  none  this  3' ear. 

{taking  and  eating  of  the  fruit. 
I thank  y'ou  : the3’  are  very  good. 

Luch.  {aside  to  Antonio)  0,  good  Antonio, 
1 fear  I am  undone  ! 

[E.vetint  Duchess,  closely  followed 
by  her  tvomen  into  house. 

Lei.  {seeing  the  Duchess  looks  ill)  Lights 
there ! lights  ! 

Ant.  {in  an  agony)  0,  my  trusty  Delio,  we 
are  lost  ! 

Lei.  Have  you  procured 
That  jiolitic  safe  conveyance  for  the  midwife 
Your  Duchess  planned  ? 

Ant.  I have. 

Lei.  Make  use,  then,  of  this  forc’d  occasion : 
Give  out  that  Bosola  hath  poison’d  her 
With  those  apricots : that  will  give  soma 
colour 

For  her  keeping  close. 

Ant.  Fie,  fie  ! the  physicians 

Will  then  flock  to  her. 

Lei.  For  that  you  may'  pi’ctend 
She’ll  use  some  ])repared  antidote  of  her  own. 
Lost  the  physicians  should  repoison  her. 

(Cariola  rushes  on,  through  door  in  House, 
and  by  motions  and  whispering  intimates 
to  Antonio  the  conditions  of  the 
Duchess.) 

Ant.  1 am  lost  in  amazement : I know  not 
what  to  think  on’t.  {calling  of  in  groat 
agitation.) 

IIo  ! without ; sliut  up  the  court  gates. 

Enter  Grtsolan,  hurriedly. 

Gris.  Why,  sir,  what’s  the  danger  ? 

Aat.  Shut  up  the  posterns  forthwith,  and 
call 

All  the  officers  of  the  court.  v 

Gris.  I shall  instantl3\  [Exit. 

Ant.  Who  keeps  the  key  of  the  park-gate  f 
Let  him  bring  it  here  directly. 


[scene  I. 


THE  DUCHESS  OF  MALFI. 


CT  ir.] 

Enter  Servants,  Officers,  and  two  Atten- 
dants loith  torches. 

Jnt.  All  the  officers  here  ? 

Serv.  We  are. 

Ant,  Gentlemen, 

We  have  lost  much  plate,  you  know ; and  but 
this  evening. 

Jewels  to  the  value  of  four  thousand  ducats 
Are  missing  from  the  Duchess’  cabinet. 

Are  the  gates  shut  ? 

Gi'is.  Yes. 

Ant.  ’Tis  the  Duchess’  pleasure 
Each  officer  be  locked  into  his  chamber 
Till  the  sun-rising,  and  to  send  the  keys 
Of  all  their  chests,  and  of  their  outward  doors. 
Into  her  bed-chamber.  'She  is  very  sick. 

Grris.  {with  chaarin)  At  her  pleasure. 

Ant.  She  entreats  you  take  ’t  not  ill : the 
innocent 

Shall  be  more  approved  by  it. 

\Exeunt  Grisolan  and  Servants 
Eel.  {in  an  under  tone  to  Antonio.)  How 
fares  it  with  the  duchess  ? 

Ant.  She’s  exposed 

Unto  the  worst  of  torture,  pain,  and  fear. 

Del.  Speak  to  her  all  happy  comfort. 

Ant.  How  I do  play  the  fool  with  mine  own 
danger ! 

You  are  this  night,  dear  friend,  to  post  to 
Rome, — 

My  life  lies  in  your  service. 

Del.  Do  not  doubt  me. 

Ant.  Oh!  it  is  far  from  me;  and  3'et  fear 
presents  me 

Somewhat  that  looks  like  danger. 

Del.  Believe  it. 

’Tis  l)ut  the  shadow  of  your  fear,  no  more. 

I wish  you.  all  the  joys  of  a bless’d  father  ; 

A.nd,  for  my  faith,  lay  this  into  your  breast. 

Old  friends,  like  old  swords,  still  are  trusted 
best.  [_Exit. 

Enter  Cariola,  hurriedly. 

Car.  Sir,  you  are  the  happy  father  of  a son  ! 
Your  wife  commends  him  to  .you.  [Exit. 

Ant.  Blessed  comfort ! I’ll  straightway  go 
And  cast  a tigm-e  for  his  nativity.  [Exit. 
{Sacred  music  heard  in  chafel  at  back.) 

Enter  Bosola. 

Dos.  Sure,  1 did  hear  a woman  shriek ! List, 
ha ! 

And  the  sound  came  (if  I received  it  right) 
From  the  Duchess’  chamber.  here's  some 
stratagem 

In  the  confining  all  our  courtiers 
To  their  several  wards ; I must  have  part  of 
it, — 

My  intelligence  will  freeze  else.  List  again  : ' 

It  may  be  it  was  the  melaucboly  bird,  {goes  wp) 
The  owl,  that  screamed  so — ha ! Antonio ! | 


Re-enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  I heard  some  noise ! — Who’s  there  ?— 
what  art  thou  ? — speak  ! 

Dos.  {coming  down.)  Antonio,  put  not  your 
face  nor  bod}'’ 

To  such  a forced  expression  of  fear, — 

I am  Bosola,  your -friend. 

Ant.  {aside)  Bosola ! 

This  mole  does  undermine  me.  {to  Bosola) 
Heard  you  not 
A noise  even  now  ? 

Dos.  From  whence  ? 

Ant.  From  the  duchess’  chamber. 

Bos.  Not  I — did  you  ? 

Ant.  I did,  or  else  I dreamed. 

Dos.  Let’s  walk  towards  it. 

Ant.  No  : it  may  be  ’twas 

But  the  moaning  of  the  wind. 

Dos.  {sarcastically)  'Very  likely  ! 
Methinks  ’tis  very  cold,  and  yet  you  sweat. 
You  look  wildly.  • 

Ant.  {confusedly)  I have  been  setting  a 
figure. 

For  the  Duchess’  jewels. 

Dos.  Ah ! and  how  falls  your  question  ? 

Do  the  stars  favour  you  ? (tauntingly.) 

Ant.  What’s  that  to  you  ? 

’Tis  rather  to  be  questioned  what  design, 

When  all  men  were  commanded  to  their 
lodgings. 

Makes  you  a night-walker, 

Dos.  In  sooth,  I’tell  you  : 

Now  all  the  court’s  asleep,  I thought  tslie 
devil 

Had  naught  to  do  here ; — so  I came  to  say  my 
prayers. 

Ant.  This  fellow  will  undo  me ! {takes 
out  his  handkerchief,  from  which  a 
paper  falls.) 

Traitors  are  ever  confident 
Till  they  are  discovered.  There  were  jewels 
stolen,  too. 

In  my  conceit,  none  are  to  be  suspected 
More  than  yourself. 

Dos.  {sneeringly.)  Thou  art  a false  steward. 

Ant.  I’  the  morn  thou  shalt  be  safe. 

{aside)  The  tale  that  he  has  poisoned  her  with 
The  apricots  must  colour  her  lyiug-iu.  {turning 
to  Bosola.) 

I do  not  hold  it  fit  that  you  comfe  near 
The  Duchess’  chamber,  till  3mu  have  cleared 
3'ourself. 

The  great  are  like  the  base ; nay,  they  are  the 
same 

When  the}’’  seek  shameful  ways  to  avoid 
shame.  [Exit. 

Dos.  Antonio  here  about  did  drop  a paper  ; 

[Feeling  in  his  breast  for  a dark  lantern, 
tvhich  he  has  concealed,  and  with  which 
he  searches  about  on  the  floor. 

Some  of  your  help,  false  friend — oh ! here  it 
is; 


7 


ACT  II.] 


THE  DUCHESS  OF  MALFI. 


What’s  here — a child’s  nativity  calculated  ? 

‘ The  Duchess  was  delivered  of  a son, 
between  the  hours  of  twelve  and  one,  in  the 
nicjht.  Anno  Dorn.  1604. — (That’s  this  year.) — 
Decimo  nono  Decemhris. — (That’s  this  night.) 
'^-Taken  according  to  the  Meridian  of  Malfi. 
— (That’s  our  Duchess — happy  discovery!) — 
The  Lord  of  the  first  house  being  combust  in 
the  ascendant,  signifies  short  life ; and  Mars 
being  in  a human  sign,  joined  to  the  tail  of  the 
Dragon,  in  the  eighth  house,  doth  threaten  a 

violent  death — to  the  infant. Ccetera  non 

scrutantur.’ — (Oh,  oh  !) 

Why,  now  ’tis  most  apparent,  this  precise 
fellow 

Is  the  Duchess’  paramour ! ’Tis  as  my  wi&h ! 
This  to  conceal  our  courtiers  are  cas’d  up  ! 

And  I must  be  committed  on  suspicion  ! 

I like  the  intelligence.  Old  Castruccio 
lu  the  morning  posts  to  Rome ; by  him  I’ll 
send 

A letter  that  shall  make  her  brothers’  galls 
O’erflow  their  livers ! — A thrifty  scheme  was 
this 

Though  lust  do  mask  in  ne’er  so  strange  dis- 
guise. 

She  is  oft  found  witty,  but  is  never  wise. 

[Exit,  the  sacred  music  continuing. 

Scene  II. — Terrace  of  the  Palace  of  the 
Cardinal  Graziani,  with  Panoramic  View 
of  Pome  in  the  distance. 

Ejiter  Cardinal  and  Julia,  wife  of  Cas- 
truccio, meeting. 

Card,  {surprised  at  seeing  her.)  Ah  ! thou 
art  of  my  best  wishes  ! Prithee  tell  me. 
What  trick  didst  thou  invent  to  come  to 
Rome 

Without  thy  husband? 

Jul.  {shrewdly.)  Why,  my  lord,  I told  him 
I came  to  visit  an  old  Anchorite 
Here,  for  devotion. 

Card.  Thou  ai’t  a witty  false  one — 

I mean  to  him. 

Jul.  You  have  prevailed  with  me 

Beyond  my  strongest  thoughts  : — I would  not 
now 

Find  you  inconstant. 

Card.  Do  not  put  thyself 

To  such  a voluntary  torture.  I’ll  love  you 
wisel3^ 

When  thou  wast  with  thy  husband,  thou  wast 
watch’d 

like  a tame  elephant,  {sound  of  approaching 
footsteps.) 

Who’s  there  ? 

Enter  Servant. 


[scene  II, 

Your  husband,  the  Lord  Castruccio,  is  come  to 
Rome, 

Most  pitifuily  tired  with  riding  post. 

He  hath  delivered  a letter  to  the  Duke  of 
Calabria, 

To  my  thinking,  hath  put  him  out  of  his  wits. 
Jul.  {Curtseying  to  the  Cardinal)  I must 
straightway  to  him,  I suppose. 

And  learn  his  intelligence. 

[Exit  followed  Servant. 

Enter  Ferdinand,  xvith  a letter  in  his  hand. 

Eerd.  { to  the  Cardinal.)  I have  this  night 
dug  up  a man-drake. 

Card.  Say  you  ? 

Eerd.  And  I am  grown  mad  with ’t. 

Card.  What’s  the  prodigy  ? 

Eerd.  Read  there,  a sister  damn’d — grown  a 
notorious  strumpet. 

Card.  Speak  lower. 

Eerd.  {Sanding  the  paper  to  the  Cardinal. 
who  reads  it.)  Lower  ? 

Rogues  do  not  whisper  ’t  now,  but  seek  to 
publish  it 

Aloud ; and,  with  a covetuous  searching  eye. 
To  mark  who  note  them. — Oh ! confusion 
seize  her ! 

She  hath  had  most  cunning  aid  to  serve  her 
turn. 

Card.  Can  this  be  certain  ? 

Eerd.  {exhibiting  the  nativity)  Here’s  the 
cursed  day 

To  prompt  my  memory,  and  here  it  shall  stick 
Till  of  her  bleeding  heart  I make  a sponge 
To  wipe  it  out. 

Card.  Why  do  you  make  yourself 
So  wild  a tempest  ? 

Eerd.  {with  uncontrolled  passion.)  Would 
I could  be  one, 

That  I might  toss  her  palace  about  her  ears. 
Root  up  her  goodly  forests,  blast  her  meads, 
And  lay  her  general  territory  as  waste 
As  she  hath  done  her  honours. 

Card.  Shall  our  blood, 

The  royal  blood  of  Arragon  and  Castille, 

Be  thus  tainted  ? Curs’d  creature  ! 

Eerd.  Foolish  men 

That  ere  will  trust  their  honour  in  a bark, 
Made  of  so  slight,  weak  bulrush  as  this  woman. 
Apt  every  minute  to  sink  it ! 

Card.  Thus 

Ignorance,  when  it  hath  purchased  honour. 

It  cannot  wield  it. 

Eerd.  {still  in  a fury.)  Methiuks  I see  her 
laughing ! 

Excellent  hyena ! — Talk  to  me  somewhat 
quickly. 

Or  my  imagination  will  carry  me 
To  see  her  in  his  arms. 

Card.  Whose  ? 

Eerd.  Haply,  with  one  of  the  wood-yard. 
Card.  How  idly  shows  this  rage  ? 


Sew.  (fo  Julia.) 
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Madam, 
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[scene  I. 


Whicli  carries  j’^ou,  as  men  conveyed  by  witches, 
throup:h  the  air, 

On  violent  whirlwinds. 

Ferd.  {trembling  with  rage.)  Have  not  you 
my  palsy  ? 

Card.  Yes  ; but  I can  be  angry 

Without  this  rapture. — There  is  not  in  nature 
A thing  that  makes  man  so  deform’d,  so  beast- 
like. 

As  doth  intemperate  anger. — Chide  yourself. 

Ferd.  {with  affected  composure.)  So ! I will 
only  study  to  seem 

The  thing  I am  not.  {again  losing  all  self- 
control)  I could  kill  her  now. 

In  you,  or  in  myself ; for  I do  think 
It  is  some  sin  in  us  Heaven  doth  revenge 
By  her. 

Card.  Are  you  stark  mad  ? 

Ferd.  I’d  have  their  bodies 


Burn’d  ill  a coal-pit,  with  the  ventage  stopp’d, 
That  their  cursed  smoke  might  not  ascend  to 
heaven ; 

Or  dip  the  sheets  they  lie  in  in  pitch  or  sul- 
phur. 

Wrap  them  in’t,  and  then  light  them  like  a 
match. 

Card,  {turning)  I’ll  leave  you. 

Ferd.  Nay,  I have  done. 

I am  confident,  had  I been  damn’d  in  hell. 

And  should  have  heard  of  this,  it  would  have 
put  me 

Into  a cold  sweat. — In,  in — I’ll  go  sleep. 

Till  I know  who  is  the  companion  of  my  sister’s 
shame ; 

Until  I know  who  hath  our  sister  wrong’d 
I’ll  stir  not ; but,  that  knowing,  I will  find 
Scorpions  to  sting  the  whips  of  my  revenge ! 

[Fxeunt. 


ACT  III. 


Scene  I. — JSandsome  Chamber  in  the  Palace 
of  the  Duchess. 

Antonio  and  Delio. 


Del.  The  Lord  Ferdinand 

Is  going  to  rest,  {observing  the_  approach  of 
Ferdinand.) 


Ant.  Our  noble  friend,  my  most  beloved 
Delio, 

Oh,  you  have  been  a stranger  long  at  court ; — 
Came  you  along  with  the  Lord  Ferdinand  ? 

DU.  I did,  sir;  and  how  fares  your  noble 
Duchess  ? 

Ant.  Right  fortunately  well. 

You  have  not  been  in  law,  friend  Delio, 

Nor  in  prison,  nor  a suitor  at  the  Court, 

Nor  begged  the  reversion  of  some  great  man’s 
place, 

Nor  troubled  with  an  old  wife,  which  dothmake 
insensibly  hasten. 

Del.  Pray,  sir,  tell  me, 

Hath  not  this  news  arrived  yet  to  the  ear 
Of  the  Lord  Cardinal  ? 

Ant.  I fear  it  hath. 

The  Lord  Ferdinand — that’s  newly  come  to 
Court — 

Doth  bear  himself  right  dangerously. 

Del.  Fraj’’,  why  ? 

Ant.  He  is  so  quiet,  that  he  seems  to  sleep 
The  tempest  out — as  dormice  do  in  winter ; — • 
Those  houses  that  are  haunted  are  most  still, 
Till  the  gho.st  be  up. 

Del.  What  say  the  common  people  ? 

Ant.  They  do  observe,  I grow  to  infinite 
purchase 

The  left  hand  way,  and  all  suppose  the  Duchess 
Would  amend  it, if  she  could;  for  other  obliga- 
tion 

Of  love  or  marriage,  between  her  and  me. 

They  never  dream  of.  {pages  open  doors  and 
remain  in  attendance.) 


Enter  Duchess  and  Ferdinand, bg 
Attendants  and  Ladies. 

Ferd.  I’ll  instantly  to  bed, 

For  I am  weary ; I am  to  bespeak 
A husband  for  you. 

Duch.  For  me,  sir — praj%  who  is  it  ? 

Ferd.  The  great  Count  Malateste. 

Duch.  Count  Malateste,  sir  ? — A popinjay  ! 
When  I choose 

A husband,  I will  marry  for  your  honour. 
Ferd.  You  shall  do  well  in  that ; how  is  it, 
worthy  Antonio  ? {crosses  to  Antonio, 
who  hows) 

Duch.  But,  sir,  I am  to  have  private  con- 
ference with  you. 

About  a scandalous  report  is  spread. 

Touching  mine  honour. 

Ferd.  ^ Let  me  be  ever  deaf  to ’t ; 
One  of  Pasquin’s  paper  bullets — court  calumny 
A pestilent  air  which  princes’  palaces 
Are  seldom  purged  of.  Go,  be  safe 
In  your  own  innocence,  {crossing  as  the 
Duchess  makes  towards  her  Chamber. 
Duch.  Oh,  blessed  comfort  I 

This  deadly  air  is  purg’d. 

[Exit  followed  by  her  Ladies. 
Ferd.  {solus)  Her  guilt  treads  on 
Hot  burning  ploughshares. 

Enter  Bosola. 

Now,  Bosola,  what  success 
I Hath  crown’d  your  last  inquiries ; 
j Bos.  ’Tis  rumour’d  she  hath  had  thi’ee 
I children ; but. 


ACT  III.] 


THE  DUCHESS  OF  MALFL 


[SCEKU  1. 


whom,  wc  iiicT}'’  go  read  i’  tli’  stars. 

1^'enl.  Wliy,  some 

Hold  opinion  all  things  are  written  there. 

Bos.  Yes,  if  we  could  find  spectacles  to  read 
them  : 

I do  suspect  there  hath  been  some  sorcery 
Us’d  on  the  Duchess. 

Ferd.  Sorcery  ! to  what  purpose  ? 

Bos.  To  make  her  doat  on  some  desertless 
fellow 

She  shames  to  acknowledge. 

Ferd.  Can  jaiur  faith  give  way 
To  think  there’s  power  in  potions  or  in  charms 
To  make  us  love,  whether  we  wdll  or  no  ? 

Bos.  Most  certainlJ^ 

Ferd.  Away  : these  are  mere  gulleries. — 
This  night 

I will  force  confession  from  her.  You  told  me 
You  had  got  witliin  these  two  days,  a false  key 
Into  her  bedchamber. 

Bos.  I have,  {draiohicj  it  from  his  pocket.) 
Ferd.  (taking  the  key)  As  I would  wish. 
Bos.  What  do  you  intend  to  do  ? 

Ferd.  Can  you  guess  ? 

Bos.  No. 

Ferd.  {hanghtily)  Do  not  ask,  then. 

He  that  compass  me  and  know  my  drifts, 
hlay  say  he  hath  put  a girdle  ’bout  the  world. 
And  sounded  all  her  quicksands. 

Bos.  {somewhat  contemptuously)  I do  not 
Think  so. 

Ford.  What  do  you  think  then,  pray  ? 
Bos.  That  you  are 

Your  own  chronicle  too  much,  and  grossly 
Flatter  yourself. 

Fe7'd.  {alJecthig  a laugh)  Give  me  thy  hand — 
I thank  thee : 

I never  gave  pension  but  to  flattever.s. 

Till  I entertained  thee  ; — farewell. 

That  fi-iend  a great  man’s  ruin  strongly  checks. 
Who  railes  into  his  belief  all  his  delects. 

Scene  II. — Handsome  Bressing-Qhamher 
leading  to  the  Duchess'  Bed-Chamber,  seen 
through  Opening  at  back. — Ileary  Drapery 
or  Curtains  to  enclose  same. — Half  octagon 
Hide  Doors,  and  Sliding  Fanel,  tvhich  re- 
presents a Picture  on  side  fat. — Toilette 
Table,  with  Glasses,  Perfumes,  Sfc. 

Filter  the  Duchess,  in  robe-de-chambre,  and 
Carioua,  through  Curtains. 

Duch.  Bring  me  my  casket  hither,  and  my 
combs. 

lF.cit  Caeiola  thi'ough  Curtains. — 
Antonio  emter  cauiumsly  through 
sliding  Picture,  and  kneels  to 
Duchess  ; the  Duchess,  tvho  has 
been  sitting  at  her  toilette,  turning, 
sees  Antonio  kneeling  beside  her. 
Duch.  {sportively  to  Antonio)  You  got  no 
lodging  here  to-night,  iny  lord. 

Ant.  Indeed,  I must  persuade  one. 
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Duch.  {laughing)  Very  good  : 

I hope  in  time  ’twill  grow  into  a custom. 

That  nobleman  shall  come  with  cap  and  knee 
To  purchase  a night’s  lodging  of  their  wives. 
Ant.  I must  lie  here. 

Duch.  Must ! You  are  a lord  of  misrule. 
Ant.  Indeed,  my  rule  is  only  in  this  way. 

{Putting  his  arm  round  her  waist. 
Duch.  I’ll  stop  your  mouth. 

{Placing  her  hand  on  his  mouth,  he 
takes  it  in  his  hand,  kisses  it. 

Ant.  Nay,  that’s  but  one  j Venus  had  two 
soft  doves 

To  draw  her  chariot. — I must  have  another. 
{Taking  the  other  hand  of  the  Duchess, 
and  kissing  it. 

Be-enter  Caeiola,  with  casket,  through,  who 
says,  ‘ah  !’  puts  the  Casket  on  the  Table, 
and  comes  down. 

Ant.  Wlien  wilt  though  marry,  Cariolo? 
Car.  Never,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Oh,  fie  upon  this  single  life — forego 
it ! 

Now  I look  on  both  3"0ur  faces,  so  well  form’d. 
It  ]nits  me  in  mind  of  a question  I would  ask. 
Car.  What’s  is’t  ? 

Ant.  I do  wonder  why  hard-favour’d  ladies. 
For  the  most  part,  keep  worse-favour’d  waiting- 
women 

To  attend  them,  and  cannot  endure  fair  ones. 

Duch.  {Sitting  at  the  Toilette,  and  taking 
off  fi'st  her  splendid  chains  of  pearls  and 
diamonds,  then  the  pearls  from  her  hair, 
which  she  loosens,  and  proceeds  to  ai'vange  for 
I the  night.  Oh,  that’s  soon  answered. 

Did  you  ever  in  your  life  know  an  ill  painter 
Desire  to  have  his  dwelling  house  next  door  to 
I the  shop 

Of  an  excellent  picture-maker?  ’Twould  dis- 
grace 

His  face-making,  and  undo  him. — I prithee. 
When  were  we  so  meny?  {somewhat  testily) 
My  hair  tangles. 

Ant.  {aside  to  Caeiola)  Pray  thee,  Cariola, 
let’s  steal  forth  the  room, 

And  let  her  talk  to  herself:  and  I have  divers 
times 

Served  her  the  like,  when  she  has  chaf’d  ex- 
tremely— 

I love  to  see  her  angry.  Softly,  Cariola. 

\_Exetint  tki’ough  Picture  of  Sliding 
Panel. 

Duch.  {not  observing  their  depart  arc) 
Doth  not  the  colour  of  my  hair  ’gin  to 
change  P 

When  I wax  gray,  I shall  have  all  the  court 
Powder  their  hair  with  orris,  to  be  like  me. 

Enter  Feedin.^nd,  stealthily,  through  the 
Curtains.  '' 

Y’'ou  have  cause  to  love  me — I entered  you  into 
ny'  heart 


ACT  III.] 


THE  DUCHESS  OF  MALFI. 


[3CK?fE  II. 


Before  you  would  vouchsafe  to  call  for  the 
kej's. 

We  shall  one  day  have  my  brothers  take  you 
napping — 

]\Iethinks  his  presence,  being  now  in  court, 
Should  make  you  more  circumspect  j but 
3'ou’ll  say 

Love  mix’d  with  fear  is  sweetest  So  we  find 
it. 

Be  of  good  heart. — have  you  Inst  your  tongue  ? 
For  know,  whether  I am  doom’d  to  live  or 
die, 

I can  do  both  like  a prince. 

{Rising,  and  •loitlio'id  turning  from  the 
Toilette,  putting  out  her  hand,  as 
she  thinks,  to  Antoxio  ; FEEDiifAND 
places  a poniard  in  her  hand, 

Ferd.  Die,  then,  quickly ! 

Virtue,  where  art  thou  hid ! What  hideous 
thing 

Is  it  that  doth  clip  thee  ? 

Fuch.  {starting,  and  throwing  the  poniard 
from  her. 

Pray,  Sir,  hear  me ! 

Ferd.  Or  is  it  true,  that  thou  art  but  a bare 
name. 

And  no  essential  thing  ? 

Fuch.  Sir ! 

Ferd.  Do  not  speak. 

Fuch.  No,  Sir, — 

I will  plant  my  soul  in  mine  ears  to  hear  you. 

Ferd.  Oh,  most  imperfect  light  of  human 

N reason, 

That  mak’st  us  so  unhappy  to  foresee 
What  we  can  least  prevent ! Pursue  thy 
wishes, 

And  glory  in  them ; there’s  in  shame  no  com- 
fort 

But  to  be  past  all  bounds  and  sense  of  shame. 

Fuch.  {heseechinglg)  I pray  you,  sir,  hear 
me — I am  married. 

Ferd.  So  ! 

Fuch.  Haply,  not  to  your  liking ; but  for 
that, 

Alas ! your  shear  do  come  untimely  now 
To  clip  the  bird’s  wings  that’s  already  flown. 
Will  3’ou  see  my  husband  ? 

Ferd.  Yes,  if  I 

Could  change  eyes  with  a basilisk  ! 

Fuch.  Sure,  you  came  hither 
By  his  consideracy  ? 

Ferd.  {passionately)  I came  hither  to  work 
his  discovery. 

If  you  do  love  him,  cut  out  thine  own  tongue. 
Lest  it  betray  him.  {Half  drawing,  and 
pacing  from  one  to  other  of  entrances, 
as  if  nevertheless  desirous  of  encounter- 
ing Antonio. 

Fuch.  Why  might  not  I marry. 

I have  not  gone  about,  in  this,  to  ci-eate 
Any  new  world  or  custom. 

Ferd.  Thou  art  undone  ; 

And  thou  hast  ta’en  that  massy  sheet  of  lead 


That  hid  thy  husband’s  bones,  and  folded  it 
About  my  heart. 

Fuch.  Mine  bleeds  for’t. 

Ferd.  Thine  ! thy  heai’t  ? 

What  should  I name ’t,  unless  a hollow  bullet, 
Fill’d  with  unquenchable  wild-fire  ? 

Fuch.  You  are  in  this 

Too  strict ; and,  were  you  not  yet  my  princely 
brother 

I would  say  too  wilful.  My  reputation 
Is  safe ! 

Ferd.  Dost  thou  know  what  reputation  is 
’Twould  little  boot  to  tell  thee,  since  th’  in- 
struction 

Comes  now  too  late. 

You  have  shaken  hands  with  reputation, 

And  I will  never  see  you  more. 

Fuch.  Why  should  only  I, 

Of  all  the  other  princes  of  the  world. 

Be  cased  up  like  a holy  relic  ? I have  youth, 
And  a little  beauty. 

Ferd.  So  have  some  virgins 

That  are  witches 

[Exit  through  curtains  in  flat. 

Re-enter  Antonio,  through  panel,  followed 
by  Caeiola. 

Fuch.  You  saw  this  apparition  ? 

Ant.  Yes  : we  are  betray’d 

Car.  How  came  he  hither  ? 

Ant.  {pointing  with  his  sword)  I should 
turn 

This  to  thee  for  that. 

Car.  Pray,  sir,  do ; and  when 

That  you  have  cleft  my  heart,  you  shall  read 
there 

Mine  innocence. 

Fuch.  That  gallery  gave  him  entrance. 
Ant.  I would  this  terrible  man  would  come 
again. 

That,  standing  on  my  guard,  I might  relate 
?dy  warrantable  love  ! Ha  ! what  means  this  ? 
{Observing  and  taking  up  the  poniard. 
Fuch.  He  left  it  with  me. 

A nt.  And,  it  seems  did  wish 

You  would  use  it  on  yourself. 

Fuch.  His  action  seemed  to  intend 
so  much.  {Knocking  at  door. 

Ant.  How  now  ? who  knocks  ? More  earth- 
quakes ? {Goes  hastily  up  to  panel. 
Fuch.  {her  hands  and  eyes  raised  to  heaven) 
I stand 

As  if  a mine,  beneath  my  feet,  were  ready 
To  be  blown  up. 

Car.  {listening  at  keyhole)  ’Tis  Bosola. 
Fuch.  {to  A.iSTO'sio,  hurrying  him)  Away  I 
Oh,  misery  ! methinks  unjust  actions 
Should  wear  these  masks  and  curtains,  and 
not  we. 

You  must  instantl}'’  hence  depart.  In  my  mind 
I’ve  fashion’d  it  alreadju  [Exit  Antonio, 
through  panel. — The  Duchess  ponders 
' apart ; Caeiola  opens  door. 
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THE  DUCHESS  OF  MALFI. 


[scene  in.. 


iEnter  Bosola. 


Bos.  (to  the  Duchess)  The  Duke,  your 
brother,  ta’en  up  in  a whirlwind. 

Hath  ta’en  horse,  and  rode  post  to  Home. 
Buck.  So  late  ? 

Bos.  He  told  me,  as  he  mounted  into  the 
saddle, 

You  were  undone. 

Buell.  Indeed,  I am  very  near  it. 

Bos.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Buck,  {appearing  confused,  as  not  knowing 
what  to  say)  Antonio,  the  master  of 
our  household, 

Hath  dealt  falsely  with  our  accounts  : 

My  brother  stood  engaged  with  me  for  money, 
Ta’en  up  of  certain  Neapolitan  Jews, 

And  Antonio’s  let  the  bonds  be  forfeit. 

Bos.  {aside)  Strange ! this  is  cunning. 
Buch.  And  hereupon 

My  brother’s  bills  at  Naples  are  protested 
Against.  Call  up  the  officers. 

Bos.  I shall.  [^Exit,  his 

manner  indicating  disbelief  of  what  he 
has  been  told.  Caeiola  crosses  to  the 
door,  and  guards  it,  whilst  the  Duchess 
admits  Antonio  at  the  panel. 

Buch.  {in  affright  and  anxiety)  The  place  j 
that  you  must  fly  to  is  Ancona. 

Hire  a house  there  : I’ll  send  after  j^ou 
My  treasures  and  my  jewels.  Short  syllables 
Must  now  stand  for  periods.  They  are  coming. 
Remember,  we  meet  at  Ancona.  {hurries 
Antonio  through  -panel,  and  then  turns 
hastily  to  Caeiola) 

On  thee  must  I depend 
To  help  me  to  Ancona.  Order  carriages,  and 
Be  thou,  with  my  children,  at  the  outer  postern 
At  nightfall.  Away  ! [Exit,  through  curtains. 
Car.  I’ll  aid  thee,  with  my  life.  [Exit. 

Scene  III. — The  ITeights  above  the  Tower  of 
Malji,  overlooking  the  Sea — Moonlight. 

Enter  Antonio,  the  Duchess,  and  Caeiola, 
bearing  one  Child,  and  leading  another  by 
the  hand,  followed  by  a Servant. 


Buch.  Is  all  our  train  sunk  to  this  poor  re- 
mainder ? 

Ant.  Those  who  have  got  little  in  your 
service  are  there — ■ 

The  wiser  buntings,  now  they  are  fledg’d,  have 
flown. 

Buch.  I had  a very  strange  dream  last  night. 

Ant.  What  is ’t  ? 

Buch.  Meth ought  I wore  my  coronet  of 
state, 

And  on  a sudden  all  the  diamonds 

Were  chang’d  to  pearls. 

Ant.  My  interpretation 

Is,  you  will  weep  shortly ; for,  to  me,  the 
pearls 

Do  signify  your  tears. 

Buch.  The  birds  that  live  i’  the  field, 
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On  the  wild  benefit  of  nature,  live 
Happier  than  we  j for  they  may  choose  their 
mates. 

And  carol  their  sweet  pleasures  to  the  spring. 
Enter  Bosola. 

Bos.  You  are  happily  o’erta’en. 

presents  a letter. 
Buch.  {taking  the  letter)  From  my  brother  ? 
Bos.  Yes,  from  the  Lord  Ferdinand,  your 
brother ; 

All  love  and  safety. 

Buch.  Thou  dost  blanch  mischief, — ■ 
Would’st  make  it  white.  See,  see ! like  to  the 
calm  weather 

At  sea,  before  a tempest,  false  hearts  speak  fair 
To  those  they  intend  most  mischief. 

Beads : — “ Send  Antonio  to  me.  I need  his 
counsel  in  an  afi'air  of  moment.” 

A treacherous  equivocation! 

He  doth  not  want  your  counsel,  but  your  head : 
That  is,  he  cannot  sleep  till  you  be  dead. 

And  here’s  another  pitfall,  that’s  strew’d  o’er 
With  roses.  Mark  it ! ’tis  a cunning  one 
Beads : — “ I stand  engaged  for  your  husband 
for  several  debts  at  Naples ; let  not  that 
trouble  him — I had  rather  have  his  heart  than 
his  money.” 

And  I believe  so  too. 

Bos.  What  do  you  believe  ? 

Buch.  That  he  so  much  distrusts  my  hus- 
band’s love, 

He  will  by  no  means  believe  his  heart  is  with 
him 

Until  he  see  it.  The  devil  is  not  cunning 
enough 

To  circumvent  us  in  riddles. 

Bos.  Will  you  reject  that  noble  and  free 
league 

Of  amity  and  love  which  I present  you  ? 

Buch.  Their  league  is  like  that  of  some 
politic  kings ; — 

Only  to  make  themselves  of  strength  and 
power. 

To  be  our  after -ruin.  Tell  them  so. 

Bos.  {to  Antonio)  And  what  from  you  ? 
Ant.  Thus  tell  him  : I will  not  come. 

Bos.  {bowing  and  moving)  Fare  you  well, 
sir; 

You  shall  shortly  hear  from  us.  [Exit. 

Buch.  I suspect  some  ambush  : 

Therefore,  by  all  my  love,  I do  conjure  you 
To  take  our  eldest  son,  and  fly  towards  Ancona. 

Ant.  You  counsel  safely  : 

Best  of  my  life,  farewell ! Since  we  must  part. 
Heaven  hath  a hand  in ’t ; but  no  otherwise 
Than  as  some  curious  artist  takes  asunder 
A clock  to  put  it  into  better  order. 

Buch.  {embracing  Antonio  and  weeping) 
I know  not  which  is  best : 

To  see  you  dead,  or  part  with  you.  {taking  uj 
one  of  the  children)  Farewell,  boy; 


ACT  IV.] 

Thou  artlnppy  that  thou  hast  not  undcvstauding 

To  know  thy  misery:  for  all  our  wit 

Brings  us  hut  to  a truer  sense  of  sorrow. 

Ant.  Oh,  be  of  comfort : 

Make  patience  a noble  fortitude. 

Duch.  Must  I,  like  to  a slave-born  Russian, 

Account  it  praise  to  sntfer  tyranny  ? And  yet, 

O,  Heaven  ! thy  heavy  hand  is  in  it. 

Ant.  Do  not  weep: 

Heaven  fashion’d  us  of  nothing.  Farewell, 
Cariola, 

And  thy  sweet  charge ; if  we  ne’er  do  meet 
again. 

Be  a good  mother  to  these  little  ones. 

Duch.  {rnshinff  to  Antonio  and  clasping 
Mm)  Let  me  once  more  look  on  you ; 
for  that  speech 

Came  from  a dying  father,  {they  embrace) 
Your  kiss  is  colder 

Than  that  I have  seen  a holy  Anchorite 

Give  to  a dead  man’s  skull. 

Ant.  My  heart  is  chill’d,  as  ’twere  a lump  of 
lead. 

Fare  you  well.  [T^xit. 

Duch.  {in  deep  despair)  My  laurel  is  all 
wither’d. 

Car.  {pointing  off)  Look,  madam,  what  a 
troop  of  armed  men  make  toward  us. 

Duch.  {haughtily)  Oh,  they  are  very  welcome! 

When  Fortune’s  wheel  is  overcharg’d  wdth 
princes, 

The  weight  makes  it  move  swift.  I would 
have  my  ruin 

Be  sudden. 

Enter  Bosola,  at  the  head  of  a company  of 

si.v  Soldiers,  tvho  range  themselves  at  the 

hack. — Ttvo  Torch-bearers. 

Duch.  (fo  Bosola)  I am  your  prisoner — am 
I not  ? 


[scene  I. 

Dos.  You  are;  your  husband  you  must  see 
no  more. 

Duch.  Wliat  devil  art  thou  that  counterfeits 
heaven’s  thunder  ? 

Dos.  Is  that  terrible  ? I would  have  you 
tell  me. 

Is  that  note  worse  that  frights  the  silly 
birds 

Out  of  the  corn,  or  that  which  doth  allure 
them 

To  the  nets  ? You  have  hearkened  to  the  last 
too  much. 

Duch.  0,  misery ! say  to  what  prison  ? 

Dos.  To  none. 

Duch.  Whither  then  ? 

Dos.  To  your  own  palace. 

Your  brothers  mean  you  safety— ay,  and  pity. 
Duch.  Pity  ! with  a pity  men  preserve 
alive 

Pheasants  and  quails,  when  they  are  not  fat 
enough  to  be  eaten. 

Dos.  These  are  your  children  ? 

Duch.  Yes. 

Dos.  Can  the}'  pvatMe  ? 

Duch.  No : 

But  I intend,  since  they  wore  born  accurs’d, 
Curses  shall  be  their  fii’st  language. 

Dos.  Fie,  madam  : 

Forget  this  base  low  fellow. 

Duch.  Were  I a man,  I’d 

Beat  that  counterfeit  face  into  thj-  other. 

Dos.  One  of  no  birth. 

Duch.  Say  that  he  was  born  mean, 

Man  is  the  most  happy  when  his  own  actions 
Be  arguments  and  examples  of  his  virtue. — 
But  come ; whither  you  please — I am  arm’d 
’gainst  miseiy. 

Best  of  all  sways  of  the  oppressor’s  will, 

There’s  no  deep  valley  but  near  some  hill  I 
[^Exit,  followed  by  Bosola  and  the  guard. 
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ACT 

Scene  I. — Tapestried  Chamber  in  the  Palace 
of  3Ialf,  with  inner  Chamber,  concealed  by 
sliding  panel  of  Tapestry. 

Enter  Ferdinand  and  Bosola. 

Eerd.  How  doth  our  sister  Duchess  bear 
herself 

In  her  imprisonment  ? 

Dos.  Nobly  ! I’ll  describe  her  : — 

She’s  sad,  as  one  us’d  to  it ; and  she  seems 
Rather  to  w'elcome  the  end  of  misery 
Than  shun  it; — a behaviour  so  noble 
As  give  a majesty  to  adversity’s. 

You  may  discern  the  shape  of  loveliness 
More  perfect  in  her  tears  than  in  her  smiles ; 
She  will  muse  for  hours  together,  and  her 
silence, 

Methinks,  expresseth  more  than  if  she  spake. 


lY. 

Eerd.  Her  melancholy 

Seems  to  be  fortified  with  a strange  disdain. 

Dos.  ’Tis  so ; and  this  restraint. 

Like  English  mastiffs’,  that  grow  fierce  with 
tying. 

Makes  her  too  passionately  apprehend  those 
pleasures 
She’s  kept  from. 

Eerd.  Curse  upon  her : 

I will  no  longer  study  in  the  book 
Of  another’s  heart.  Inform  her  what  I told 
you.  \Exit. 

Enter  Duchess. 

Dos.  {Dowing)  All  comfort  to  your  grace  ! 
Dos.  I will  have  none. 

Prithee,  why  dost  thou  wrap  thy  poison’d  pills 
In  gold  and  sugar  ? 
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SCENE  I. 


Jh)S.  Your  elder  hvotVier,  the  Lord  Ferdinand, 
Is  come  to  visit  yon  ; and  sends  yon  word — 
’Cause  once  he  rashly  made  a solemn  vow 
Never  to  see  you  more, — he  comes  i’  the  night ; 
And  prays  you,  gently,  neither  torch  nor  taper 
Shine  in  your  chamber  : he  will  hiss  your  hand. 
And  reconcile  liimsclf : but,  for  his  vow. 

He  dares  not  see  yon. 

Buck.  At  his  pleasure  : 

Take  hence  the  lights — he’s  come.  (Bosola 
takes  off  lights.) 

JEnter  Ferdinand, Ms  xoay. 

Ferd.  {to  the  Duchess.)  Where  are  you  ? 

Duch.  Here,  sir. 

Ferd.  This  darkness  suits  you  well. 

Duch.  1 vvould  a.sk  your  pardon. 

Ferd.  You  have  it : 

I count  it  the  most  honourable  revenge. 

Where  I may  kill,  to  pardon.  Where  ai'e  your 
brats  ? 

Duch.  Whom  speak  you  of? 

Ferd.  Your  children,  then  ; 

For  though  our  national  law  distinguish 
bastards 

From  true  legitimate  issue,  compassionate 
nature 

Makes  them  all  equal. 

Duch.  Do  you  visit  me  for  this  ? 

You  violate  a sacrament  o’  th’  church 
Should  make  you  howl  in  hell  for ’t. 

Ferd.  It  had  been  well. 

Could  you  have  lived  thus  always  : for,  indeed. 
You  were  too  much  i’  th’  light.  But  no  more, 
I come  to  seal  my  peace  with  you. 

Duch.  I atiectionately  thank  you. 

Ferd.  Here’s  a hand  to  which  you  have 
vowed  mwcli  love. 

The  ring  upon’t  you  gave.  In  your  heart 
Pray  bury  it.  I’ll  leave  it  with  you  for  a love- 
token. 

And  the  hand,  as  sure  as  the  ring  ; and  do  not 
doubt 

And  you  shall  have  the  heart  too  : when  you 
need  a friend. 

Send  it  to  him  that  owned  it,  you  shall  see 
If  he  can  aid  you.  {Places  a dead  man's  hand 
in  hers.) 

Duch.  You  are  very  cold, 

I fear  you  are  not  well  after  your  travel. 

Fe-enter  Bosola  with  lights. 

{Seeing  the  hand.)  Ha  ! lights. — Oh,  horrible ! 

Ferd.  {sardonically.)  Let  her  have  lights 
enough ! [F.cit. 

Duch.  What  witchcraft  doth  he  practise, 
that  he  hath  left 
A dead  man’s  hand  here  ? 

Bos.  {^Drawing  hack  a panel,  and  discovering 
in  a recess  tvaxen  effigies  of  Antonio 
and  his  two  children  on  a bier,  xvhich 
the  Duchess  .supposes  to  be  real 
bodies.)  Look  you,  here’s  the  piece  from 
which  ’twas  ta’en : 
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He  does  present  you  this  sad  spectacle, 

Th.at  you  may  know  for  certain  tliey  are  dead  ; 
That  hencefortii  you  may  wisely  cease  to  grieve 
For  tliat  which  cannot  be  recovered. 

Duch.  {throwing  up  her  hands  and  eyes  in 
an  agony  of  despair.)  There  is  not 
between  heaven  and  the  earth  one  wish 
I stay  for  after  this. 

I would  you’d  bind  me  to  that  lifeless  trunk. 
And  let  me  freeze  to  death. 

Bos.  No ! you  must  live. 

Duch.  That’s  the  chief  torture  lost  souls 
feel  in  hell — 

Their  misery  is  they  live,  and  cannot  die. 

Bos.  Leave  this  vain  sorrow  : 

Things  being  at  the  worst  begin  to  mend  ; 

The  bee,  when  he  hath  shot  his  sting  into  your 
hand. 

May  then  play  with  your  eye-lid. 

Duch.  Good  comfortable  fellow  ! 

Persuade  a wretch  that’s  broke  upon  the  wheel 
To  have  all  his  bones  reset — entreat  him  live 
To  be  executed  again! — Who  must  dispatch 
me? 

I account  this  world  a tedious  theatre. 

For  I do  play  a part  in’t  ’gainst  mj'  will. 

Bos.  Come,  be  of  comfort — I will  save  your 
life. 

Duch.  Indeed,  I have  not  leisure  now  for 
business  so  small. 

Bos.  Now,  by  my  soul,  I pity  you. 

Duch.  {frenzied.)  Thou  art  a fool  then, 

To  waste  thy  pity  on  a thing  so  wretched 
As  cannot  pity  you.  I could  curse  the  stars. 
And  the  three  smiling  seasons  of  the  year 
Into  a Russian  winter — nay,  the  world 
To  its  first  chaos. 

Bos.  Look  you,  the  stars  shine  still. 

Duch.  Oh,  but  you  must  remember,  my 
curse  hath  a great  way  to  go  ; 

Plagues,  that  make  lanes  through  large  fiimilies, 
Consume  them  I 
Bos.  Fie,  lady ! 

Duch.  Let  them,  like  tyrants. 

Never  be  remembered  but  for  the  ill  they  have 
done : 

Let  heaven  a little  while  cease  crowning 
martyrs. 

To  punish  them.  Go  howl  them  this : and  say 
I long  to  bleed — {in  a paro.vysm  <f 
madness.) 

It  is  some  mercy  when  men  kill  with  speed. 

[Exit. 

Re-enter  Ferdinand. 

Ferd.  Excellent;  as  I would  wish, — slie’s 
plagued  in  art. 

These  are  but  figures  of  wax,  and  slie  takes 
them 

For  true  substantial  bodies. 

Bos.  Why  do  you  this^? 

Ferd.  To  bring  her  to  despair. 

Bos.  Faith  1 end  here, 
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And  go  not  furtlier  in  your  cruelty,  lest  you 
undo  her  soul. 

Ferd.  Curses  on  her  ! That  hod^'"  of  hers, 
While  that  iny  blood  ran  pure  in’t,  was  more 
worth 

Tlian  that  which  thou  wouldst  comfort,  called 
a soul. 

I’m  resolved  to  drive  her  into  despair. 

And  from  the  common  hospital  have  brought 
All  the  mad  folks  to  place  them  near  her 
lodging : 

If  she  can  sleej)  the  better  for  it,  let  her. 

Your  work  is  almost  ended. 

JBos.  Must  I see  her  again  ? 

Ferd.  Yes. 

Bos.  Never ! 

Ferd.  You  must. 

Bos.  Never  in  mine  own  shape  : 

When  you  send  me  next. 

The  business  shall  be  comfort, 

Ferd.  {sneerhujly .)  Very  likely. 

Antonio  haunts  Milan: — thou  shall  shortly 
thither. 

To  feed  a fire  as  great  as  my  revenge. 

Which  never  will  slack  till  it  hath  spent  its 
fuel, — 

Intemperate  agues  make  physicians  cruel. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene  II. — Handsome  Anti-Chamher  leading 
to  the  Duchess’  Bedchamber,  which  is 
covered  by  curtains  to  centre  opening. — 
Table,  ivith  rich  Toilette  Cover,  ^c.,  and 
chairs  ranged  xi,p  stage. 

The  Duchess  and  Cariola  discovered. — 
Franctic  cries  and  laughter  as  of  mad 
people,  heard  from  without. 

JDuch.  What  hideous  noise  was  that  ? 

Car.  ’Tis  the  wild  consort 
Of  madmen,  lady,  which  your  tyrant  brother 
Hath  plac’d  about  your  lodging. 

Buch.  (mournfully.)  Indeed,  I thank  him  : 
nothing  but  noise  and  folly 
Can  keep  me  in  my  right  wits,  whereas  reason 
And  silence  make  me  stark  mad. — Sit  down ; 
Discourse  to  me  some  dismal  tragedy. 

Car.  Oh,  ’twill  increase  your  melancholy. 
Buch.  {weeping.)  No,  Cariola; — 

Car.  Pray,  dry  your  eyes.  {A  pause. 

What  think  you  of,  madam  ? 

Buch.  Of  nothing : 

When  I muse  thus,  I sleep. 

Car.  Like  a madman,  with  your  eyes  open  ? 
Buch.  Dost  thou  think  we  shall  know  one 
another 

In  th’  other  world  ? 

Car.  Yes,  out  of  question,  i 

Buch.  Oh,  that  it  were  possible  we  might 
But  hold  some  two  da3's’  conference  with  the 
dead. 

From  them  I should  learn  somewhat, — I am 
sure 


I never  shall  here. — I’ll  tell  thee  a miracle : 

I am  not  mad  yet.  To  my  cause  of  sorrow, 
Th’  heaven  o’er  my  head  seems  made  of  molten 
brass. 

The  earth  of  flaming  sulphur — yet  I am  not 
mad : 

I am  acfiuainted  with  sad  misery. 

As  the  tann’d  galley-slave  is  with  his  oar ; 
Necessity  makes  me  suffer  constantly. 

And  custom  makes  it  easy. 

{Yells  and  laughter  as  before. 
Who  do  I look  like  now  ? 
Car.  Like  to  your  picture  in  the  gallery, 

Or  rather  like  some  reverend  monument 
Whose  ruins  are  ever  pitied. 

Enter  Bosola  disguised  as  an  old  man,  with 
long  gray  beard,  and  covered  with  a monlc- 
like  cloak.  He  knocks  at  the  door  before 
entering,  thus  attracting  the  attention  of 
the  Duchess  and  Cakiala. 

Bos.  {addressing  the  Duchess)  I am  come 
to  make  thj^  tomb. 

Buch.  Ha  ! my  tomb  ? 

Thou  speak’st  as  if  I la,v  upon  my  death-bed. 
Gasping  for  breath : dost  thou  perceive  me 
sick? 

Bos.  Yes ; and  the  more  dangerously,  since 
thy  sickness  is  insensible. 

Buch.  Thou  art  not  mad,  sure— dost  know 
me  ? 

Bos.  Yes. 

Buch.  Who  am  I ? 

Bos.  A box  of  w'orm-seed,  at  best:  our 
bodies  are  weaker  that  those  paper  prisons  boys 
use  to  keep  flies  in, — more  contemptible,  since 
ours  is  to  presei've  earth-w'-orms.  Didst  thou 
never  see  a lark  in  a cage  ? — Such  is  the  soul 
in  the  body  : this  world  is  like  her  little  turf 
of  grass,  and  the  heaven  o’er  our  heads,  like 
her  looking-glass,  only  give  us  a miserable 
knowledge  of  the  small  compass  of  our 
prison. 

Buch.  Am  I not  thy  duchess  ? 

Bos.  Thou  art  some  great  woman,  sure ; for 
riot  begins  to  sit  on  thy  forehead,  clad  in  gray 
hairs,  twenty  years  sooner  than  on  a meny 
milkmaid’s.  A little  infant  that  breeds  its 
teeth,  should  it  lie  with  thee,  would  cry  out,  as 
if  thou  wert  the  more  unquiet  bed-fellow. 

Buch.  I am  Duchess  of  Malfi  still. 

Bos.  That  makes  thy  sleep  so  broken, — 
Glories,  like  glow-worms,  afar  of,  shine  bright ; 
But,  look’d  at  near,  have  neither  heat  nor  light. 
Buch.  Thou  art  very  plain. 

Bos.  My  trade  is  to  flatter  the  dead,  not  the 
living.  I am  a tomb-maker. 

Buch.  And  thou  com’st  to  make  my  tomb  ? 
Bos.  Yes. 

Bxich.  Let  me  be  a little  merry, — 

Of  what  stuff  wilt  thou  make  it  ? 

Bos.  Nay,  resolve  me  first,  of  what  fashion  ? 
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Duch.  Why,  do  we  grow  fantastical  in  our 
death-bed  ? 

Do  we  affect  fashion  in  the  grave  ? 

Bos.  Most  ambitiously : princes’  images  on 
their  tombs  do  not  lie,  as  they  were  wont, 
seeming  to  pray  up  to  heaven,  but  with  their 
liands  under  their  cheeks,  as  if  they  died  of  the 
toothache  ; they  are  not  carved  with  their  eyes 
fixed  upon  the  stars,  but  as  their  minds  were 
wholly  bent  upon  the  world,  the  self-same  way 
they  seem  to  turn  their  faces. 

Diioh.  Let  me  know  fully,  therefore,  the 
object 

Of  this  thy  dismal  preparation— 

This  talk  fit  for  a charual. 

{Noise  of  mad  folks. 
Bos.  Now,  I shall.  {Beckons  off. 

Enter  Three  Executioners  loith  Coffin-lid 
and  Cords. 

Here  is  a present  from  your  princely  brothers, 
And  may  it  arrive  welcome,  for  it  brings 
Last  benefit,  last  sorrow. 

Duck.  Let  me  see  it : 

I have  so  much  obedience  in  my  blood, 

I wish  it  in  their  veins,  to  do  them  good. 

{One  of  the  E.vecutioners  uncovers  and 
exhibits  the  coffiyirlid. 

Bos.  This  is  thy  last  presence-chamber. 

Car.  {clinging  to  the  Duchess)  Oh,  my 
sweet  lady. 

Buch.  {looking  at  Coffin)  Peace ! it  affi’ights 
not  me. 

Bos.  I am  the  common  bellman. 

That  usuall}’-  is  sent  to  condemn’d  persons 
The  night  before  they  suffer. 

Dnch.  Even  now  thou  said’st 
Tnou  wast  a tomb  maker. 

Bos.  ’Twas  to  bring  you 

Dy  degrees  to  mortification. 

{Executioners  pass  at  the  hack  of 
Duchess,  as  preparing  to  seize  her. 
Car.  Hence,  villains,  tyrants,  murderers! 
Alas ! 

What  will  you  do  with  my  lady  ? {to  the 
frantically.  Calling  for  help? 
Buch.  {loith  calm  fortitude)  To  whom,  to 
our  next  neighbours  ? they  are  mad  folks. 

Bos.  {to  Executioners)  Remove  that  noise. 

(Is^  Executioner  seizes  Caeiola’s  arm. 
Buch.  Farewell,  Cariola ! 

In  my  last  will  1 have  not  much  to  give, — 
Thine  will  be  a poor  reversion. 

Car.  {struggling)  I will  die  with  her. 

Buch.  {her  mind  wandering)  I pray  thee 
look — my  little  boys — and  let  the  girl 
(Bosola  points  again  to  Executioners, 
xvho  force  Caeioua  off. 

Say  her  prayers  ere  she  sleep. — {recollecting 
herself)  Oh  ! I had  forgotten, — 

They  have  gone  before  me.  Now,  what  you 
})  lease, 

What  df-ath  ? 
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Bos.  Strangling. — Here  are  thy  execu- 

tioners. 

Buch.  1 forgive  them. 

Bos.  Doth  not  death  fright  you  ? 

Euch.  Who  would  be  afraid  of ’t. 

Knowing  to  meet  such  excellent  company 
In  th’  other  world  ? 

Bos.  Yet,  methinks, 

The  manner  of  your  death  is  terrible. 

Buch.  Not  a wit; 

What  would  it  pleasure  me  to  have  my  throat  cut 
With  diamonds  ? or  to  be  shot  to  death  with 
pearls  ? 

I know  death  hath  ten  thousand  different  doors 
For  men  to  take  their  exits ; and  ’tis  found 
They  go  on  such  strange  geometrical  hinges. 
You  may  open  them  both  wa3's — any  way,  for 
heaven’s  sake, 

{Bushes  betioeen  the  Executioners,  who, 
at  her  back,are  whispering  and  pointing. 
So  I were  out  of  your  whispering.  TeU  my 
brothers. 

That  I perceive  death,  now  I am  well  awake. 
Best  gift  is  thej'  can  give,  or  I can  take : — 

I would  fain  put  off*  my  last  woman’s  fault, — 
I’ll  not  be  tedious  to  j^ou. 

Exec.  We  are  read3\  {Pointing. 

Buch.  {imploringly  to  Bosola)  Dispose  013' 
breath  how  please  you,  but  m3'  bod3' 
Bestow  upon  m3'’  women,  will  you  ? 

Bos.  Yes. 

She  clasps  her  hands  fervently  in  prayer, 
then,  taking  the  rope  from  Bosola, 
places  it  round  her  neck. 

Buell.  Pull,  and  pull  strongly,  for  3'our  able 
strength 

Must  pull  down  Heaven  upon  me. 

{The  Executioners  draw  the  curtains  of 
inner  room  aside,  as  the  Duchess  turns 
towards  the  doorivay. 

Yet  sta3'.  Heaven’s  gates  are  not  so  highly  arch’d 
As  princely  palaces, — they  that  enter  there 
Must  go  upon  their  knees,  {sinking  on  her 
knees)  Come  violent  death. 

Serve  for  mandragora  to  make  me  sleep ! 

{Rising,  and  ivalking  backwards  through. 
The  hoivling  of  the  3Iad  again  heard. 
Go,  tell  m3'’  brothers,  when  I am  laid  out. 

They  then  may  feed  in  quiet. 

[Exit  through  into  inner  room — the 
Executioners  folloiv,  through  Cur- 
tain, by  which  they  are  hidden — A 
Pause — Bosola  is  seen  anxiously 
listening,  lohen  the  Duchess  rushes 
suddenly  out,  with  the  cord  about 
her  neck,  and  falls  at  his  feet  in  the 
agonies  of  death. 

Enter  Ferhinand,  stealthily, — Advancing  to 

t hody,  and  bending  over  it,  he  appears 

suddenly  struck  with  remorsx. 

Bos.  {observing  him,  and  pointing  id  the 
body)  Fix  your  eye  here. 
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Ferd.  {mournfully)  Constaiith'. 

Ilos.  Do  you  not  weep  ? 

Other  sins  only  speak  ; murder  shrieks  out : 
The  element  of  water  moistens  the  earth, 

But  blood  flies  upwards,  and  bedews  the 
heavens. 

Ferd.  Cover  her  face.  (Bosola  covers  her 
face  with  her  hair,  which  is  unhound 
Mine  eyes  dazzle  : she  died  young. 
Bos.  {sardonically.)' 1 think  not  so  h^r  in- 
felicity 

Seem’d  to  have  j^ears  too  many. 

Ferd.  She  and  I were  twins ; 

And,  should  I die  this  instant,  I had  liv’d 
Her  time  to  a minute. 

Bos.  It  seems  she  was  born  first : 

You  have  fearfully  approv’d  the  ancient  truth, 
That  kindred  commonly  do  worse  agree 
Than  remote  strangers. 

Ferd.  {Uirning  furiously  on  Bosola.)  Let 
me  see  her  face  again  : (Bosola  un- 
covers her  face.) 

Why  didst  not  thou  pity  her  ? What  an  ex- 
cellent 

Honest  man  might’st  thou  have  been. 

If  thou  hadst  borne  her  to  some  sanctuary ; 

Or,  bold  in  a good  cause,  oppos’d  thj’’self, 

A\Ath  thy  advanced  sword  above  th}"^  head, 
Between  her  innocency  and  my  revenge ! 

I bade  thee,  when  I was  distracted  of  my 
wits. 

Go  kill  my  dearest  friend,  and  thou  hast 
done’t ; 

For,  let  me  but  examine  well  the  cause. 

What  was  the  meanness  of  her  mutch  to  me  ? 
By  what  authoriiy  didst  thou  execute 
This  bloody  service  ? 

Bos.  By  yours. 

Ferd.  Mine!  Was  I her  judge?  did  a com- 
plete jury 

Deliver  her  conviction  up  i’  the  court  ? 

Where  shalt  thou  find  this  judgment  register’d. 
Unless  in  hell  ? 

Thou’st  forfeited  thy  life,  and  thou  shalt  die 
for’t. 

Bos.  The  office  of  justice  is  perverted  quite 
When  one  thief  hangs  another.  Who  shall  dare 
To  reveal  this  ? 

Ferd.  {trembling  with  rage  and  horror.)  Oh, 
I’ll  tell  thee ! 

The  wolf  shall  find  her  grave  and  scrape  it  up, 
Not  to  devour  the  corjtse,  but  to  discover 
The  hoiTid  murder. 

Bos.  You,  not  I,  shall  quake  for’t. 

Ferd.  Leave  me. 

Bos.  I will  first  receive  the  promis’d  title 
and  estate. 


Ferd.  (giving  a packet  from  his  bosom)  You 
arc  a villain  ! 

Bos.  When  your  ingratitude 

Is  judge,  I am  so.  {ivith  bitter  sarcasm.)  Fare 
you  well ! 

Your  brother  and  jmurself  are  worthy  men  ; 
You  have  a pair  of  hearts,  are  hollow  graves, 
and  your  vengeance. 

Like  two  chain’d  bullets,  still  goes  arm-in-arm. 
I stand  like  one  that  long  hath  ta’en  a sweet 
and  golden  dream. 

I am  angry  with  myself,  now  that  I wake. 
Ferd.  Get  thee  into  some  unknown  part  o’ 
the  world. 

That  I may  never  see  thee. 

Bos.  (angrily^  Let  me  know’ 
"Wherefore  I should  be  thus  neglected  ? Sir. 

I I serv’d  your  tyranny,  and  rather  strove 
To  satisfy — jmu  than  all  the  world ; 

And,  though  I loath’d  the  e\  il,  yet  I lov’d 
Y^ou  that  did  counsel  it ; and  rather  sought 
To  appear  a true  servant  than  an  honest  man. 
Ferd.  {his  wits  wandering.)  I’ll  go  hunt 
the  badger  by  owl-light : 

'Tis  a deed  of  darkness.  [(Exit. 

Bos.  He’s  much  distracted.  Off,  my  painted 
honour : 

What  would  I do  were  this  to  do  again  ? 

I would  not  change  my  peace  of  conscience 
For  all  the  wealth  of  Europe,  (hearing  a moan, 
he  starts  and  kneelsheside  the  Duchlss. 
She  stirs  ; here’s  life. 

Buck,  {very  faintly.)  Antonio! 

Bos.  {tenderly.)  Yes,  madam,  he  is  living. 
The  dead  bodies  you  saw  were  but  feign’d 
statues ; 

He’s  reconcil’d  to  your  brothers : the  Pope 
hath  wrought 
The  atonement. 

Duch.  IMercy  1 {she  dies) 

Bos.  She’s  gone  ! There  broke  the  cords  of 
life ! 

Oh,  sacred  innocence,  that  sweetly  sleeps 
On  turtle’s  feathers  ! whilst  a guilty  conscience 
Is  a perspective  that  show^s  us  hell.  We 
cannot  be  suffered 

To  do  good  when  we  have  a mind  to ’t ! 

Here’s  a sight  as  direful  to  my  soul  as  the  sw’ord 
Unto  a wretch  when  he  hath  slain  his  father. 
I’ll  bear  thee  hence,  and  execute  thy  will. 

Thy  bodj'-,  with  due  reverence,  I’ll  dispose 
To  some  good  w’omen  ; — this  the  cruel  tyrant 
Shall  not  deny  me  ! then  post  off  to  Milan, 
j Where  somewdiat  I will  speedily  enact 
! Befitting  my  despair  ! {curtain  falls  while  he 
heiids  over  the  body,  with  one  knee  on 
the  ground. 
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SCENE  IT. 


ACT  y. 


Scene  I. — The  Heights  above  Ilalfi  as  before.  ■. 
Enter  Antonio  and  Delio. 

Ant.  What  think  you  of  my  hope  of  recon- 
cilement 

To  the  Arragonian  brethren  ? 

Del.  Much  I doubt  it ; 

For,  though  they  have  sent  their  letter  of  safe 
conduct 

For  your  repair  to  Milan,  they  appear  hut  nets 
to  entrap  you. 

What  course  do  you  mean  to  take,  Antonio  ? 
Ant.  This  night  I mean  to  venture  all  my 
fortune. 

Which  is  no  more  than  a poor  ling’ring  life. 

To  the  Cardinal’s  worst  malice  : I have  got 
Private  access  to  his  chamber,  and  intend 
To  visit  him  about  the  hour  of  midnight. 

As  once  his  brother  did  our  noble  duchess. 

It  may  be  that  the  sudden  apprehension 
Of  daiTger — for  I’ll  go  in  mine  own  shape — 
When  he  shall  see  it,  fraught  with  love  and 
duty, 

May  draw  the  poison  out  of  him,  and  work 
A friendly  reconcilement.  If  it  fail. 

Yet  it  shall  rid  me  of  this  infamous  calling ; 
For  better  fall  once  than  be  ever  falling. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene  II. — Great  Hall  of  the  Htichess’ 
Palace,  with  Gallery ; doors,  and  large 
double  Staircase,  leaving  a large  panelled 
opening,  tender  the  Gallery  above. — Table, 
with  lighted  lamps. 

Enter  two  Servants,  bearing  torches,  pre- 
ceding Malateste  Doctor. 

3Ial.  Now,  doctor,  may  I visit  your  patient  ? 
Hoct.  If  it  please  your  lordship;  but  he’s 
instantly 

To  take  the  air  here  in  the  gallery. 

31  al.  What’s  his  disease  ? 

Doct.  A hypochondriacism, 

And  in  those  that  are  possess’d  with ’t,  there 
o’erflows 

Such  melancholy  humour  they  imagine 
Themselves  the  sport  of  all  sorts  of  maladies. 
Put  stand  aside — he  comes 

Enter  Ferdinand,  looking  ghastly  and  de- 
jected, preceded  by  tico  Servants. 

Ferd.  Leave  me.  (crosses  intpatiently,  and 
returns.) 

3Ial.  Why  doth  your  lordship  court  this 
solitude  ? 

Ferd.  Eagles  fly  alone.  Crows,  daws,  and 
starlings 

All  flock  together.  Look  ! What’s  that  ? 
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It  follows  me. 

3Ial.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Ferd.  Yes. 

3Ial.  _ ^ 'Tis  your  shadow. 

Ferd.  Say  it ; let  it  not  haunt  me. 

3Ial.  Impossible ; if  you  move,  and  in  the 
sunshine. 

Ferd.  I will  throttle  it.  (throws  himself  on 
the  ground.) 

3Ial.  Oh,  my  lord,  3'ou  are  angry  with  nothing. 

Ferd.  You  are  a fool : 

How  is’t  possible  I should  catch  my  shadow, 
Unless  I fall  on’t  ? 

3Ial.  Rise,  good  my  lord. 

Ferd.  (seeming  afraid  of  the  Attendants, 
who  raise  him.)  VVhat  I have  done  I 
have  done  : I’ll  confess  nothing. 

What’s  he  ? (pointing  to  the  Doctor. 

3Ial.  Your  doctor. 

Doct.  Let  me  come  to  him.  Are  you  unwell, 
my  lord  ? 

Ferd.  Hide  me  from  him.  Doctors  are  like 
kings, 

They  brook  no  contradiction. 

Enter  Bosoxa  and  Cardinal. 

(Ferdinand,  perceiving  Bosoxa.)  That  vile 
slave  Bosola  ! 

I will  stamp  him  into  a cuUis ! 

Flay  off  his  skin  to  cover  one  of  your  anatomies. 
Hence,  hence,  jmu  are  all  of  you  like  beasts  for 
saci’ifice. 

There’s  nothing  left  of  you  worthy  of  killing. 

(Getting  backwards  up  stage,  he  rushes  out 
violently,  the  Doctor  and  Attendants 
following.) 

Bos.  Mercy  upon  me,  what  a fatal  judg- 
ment 

Mai.  (turning  to  Cardinal.)  Knows  your 
grace 

Hath  fallen  upon  this  Ferdinand?  (Goes  up 
looking  after  him.) 

What  accident  hath  brought  unto  the  prince 
This  strange  distraction  ? 

Card,  (aside.)  I must  feign  somewhat.  Thus 
they  say  it  grew  : — 

You  have  heard  it  rumour’d  for  these  many 
years. 

None  of  our  family  dies,  but  there  is  seen, 

The  apparition  of  a female,  which  is  given, 

By  tradition,  to  us,  to  have  been  murdered 
By  her  nephews  for  her  riches.  Such  a figure 
One  night,  as  the  prince  sat  uj)  late  at  his  book. 
Appear’d  to  him  : when,  crying  out  for  help. 
The  gentleman  of  his  chamber  found  his 
gi’ace 

I All  in  a cold  sweat,  alter’d  mucb  in  face 
' 4nd language:  since  which  apparition. 
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He  liatli  grown  worse,  and  I much  fear 
He  cannot  live. 

Bos.  {advancing)  Sir,  I would  speak  with 
you.  {aside  to  the  Cardinal. 

Mai.  We’ll  leave  your  grace, 

Wishing  to  the  sick  prince,  our  noble  lord, 

All  health  of  mind  and  body. 

Card,  {lowing)  You  are  most  welcome. 

Ho,  there ! {servants,  ivith  lights,  advance) 
Attend  his  lordship, 

[Bxeunt  Malateste  and  servants, 
{turning  to  Bosola)  Are  you  come  ? {aside) 
So,  this  fellow  must  not  know 
By  any  means  I had  intelligence 
Of  our  Duchess’s  death ; for,  though  I 
counsell’d  it. 

The  full  of  all  the  agreement  seemed  to  grow 
From  Ferdinand,  {aloud)  Now,  sir,  how  fares 
our  sister  ? 

I do  not  think  but  sorrow  makes  her  look 
Like  to  an  oft-dy’d  garment : she  shall  now 
Taste  comfort  from  me  ! Why  do  you  look  so 
wildly  ? 

The  fortune  of  your  master  here,  the  prince. 
Dejects  you,  but  be  you  of  happy  comfort : 

If  you’ll  do  one  thing  for  me  I’ll  entreat. 
Though  he  had  a cold  tombstone  o’er  his  bones, 
I’d  make  you  what  you  should  be. 

Bos.  Anything ; 

Give  it  me  in  a breath,  and  let  me  fly  to ’t. 
They  that  think  long  small  expedition  win ; 
For,  musing  much  o’er  the  end,  cannot  begin. 
Card.  ’Tis  thus : Antonio  lurks  here  in 
Milan ; 

Inquire  him  out  and  kill  him  ! while  he  lives. 
Our  sister  cannot  marry,  and  I have  thought 
Of  an  excellent  match  for  her.  Do  this,  and 
learn 

The  way  to  thy  advancement.  . 

Bos.  By  what  means  shall  I find  him  out  ? 
Card.  There’s  a gentleman  call’d  Delio, 

Here  in  the  camp,  that  hath  been  long  appi'ov’d 
His  loyal  friend.  Seek  that  Delio’s  confessor, 
and  see 

If  you  can  bribe  him  to  reveal  it. 

There  are  a thousand  ways  a man  might  find  to  . 
trace  him. 

Bos.  W ell.  I’ll  not  freeze  i’  the  business  ; 

{in  a marked  manner 
I would  see  that  wretched  thing,  Antonio, 
Above  all  sights  i’  the  world. 

Card.  Do,  and  count  on  thy  reward.  [Exit. 
Bos.  This  fellow  doth  breed  basilisks  in  his 
eyes. 

He’s  nothing  else  but  murder,  and  he  affects 
Not  to  have  notice  of  the  Duchess’s  death  : 
Mayhap  ’tis  his  cunnning,  I will  follow  his 
exmnple ! 

He  may  help  me  to  understand  himself. 

{going,  he  is  met  by  Julia. 
Jul.  So,  sir,  you  are  well  met. 

Bos.  Howno%v? 

Jul.  Nay,  the  doors  are  fast  enough: 


[SCEJSE  IT. 

Now,  sir,  I will  make  you  confess  your 
treachery. 

Bos.  Treachery  ? 

Jul.  Yes;  confess  to  me 
Which  of  my  women  ’twas  you  hir’d  to  put 
Love- powder  into  my  drink  ? 

13os.  Love-powder ! 

Jul.  Yes,  when  I was  at  Malfi ; 

Why  should  I fall  in  love  with  such  a face  else  ? 
Bos.  Nay,  I know  not;  I am  a blunt  soldier, 
and  lack  compliment. 

Jul.  The  better, 

So  you  have  a heart  to  do  well. 

Bos.  You  are  very  fair. 

Jtil.  You  will  mar  me  with  commendation; 
Bid  me  do  somewhat  to  express  my  love. 

Bos.  I will ; the  Cardinal  is  grown  wondrous 
melancholy : 

Demand  the  cause — discover  the  main  ground 
on ’t. 

Jul.  Why  would  you  know  this? 

Bos.  I have  depended  on  him. 

And  I hear  that  he  is  fallen  in  some  disgrace 
With  the  emperor.  If  he  be  like  the  mice. 
That  forsake  falling  houses,  I would  shift 
To  other  dependance. 

Jul.  You  shall  not  need  follow  the  wars. 

I’ll  be  your  maintenance. 

Bos.  And  I your  loyal  servant. 

If  you  will  do  this. 

Jid.  Cunningly ! 

Bos.  To-morrow  I’ll  expect  th’  intelligence. 
Jul.  To-morrow? — Go  but  into  yonder 
cabinet. 

And  you  shall  see  me  wind  mj-  tongue  about 
his  heart 

Like  a skein  of  silk. 

Exeunt  Bosola  and  Julia. 

Re-enter  Cardinal,  followed  by  Servants. 

Card,  {to  Servants)  Let  none,  upon  your 
lives, 

Have  conference  with  the  Prince  Ferdinand, 
Unless  I know  it.  {aside)  In  this  distraction 
He  may  reveal  the  murder. 

[Exeunt  Servants. 
(Julia  laughs  ivithout)  Yonder’s  my  ling’r- 
ing  consumption 

I am  weary  of,  and  by  any  means 
Would  be  quit  of  her. 

Re-enter  Julia. 

Jul.  How  now,  my  lord  ? 

What  ails  you  ? 

Card.  Nothing. 

Jul.  Oh,  you  are  much  alter’d : 

Come,  I must  be  your  secretary,  and  remove 
This  load  from  off  your  bosom — what’s  the 
matter  ? 

Card.  I may  not  tell  you. 

Jul.  Are  you  so  far  in  love  with  sorrow 
You  cannot  part  with  part  of  it  ? 

Card.  Satisfy  thy  longing : 
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The  only  way  to  make  thee  keep  my  counsel, 
Is  not  to  tell  thee. 

Jul.  Tell  me,  I beseech  you,  sir? 

Card.  You’ll  repent  it. 

Jul.  Never ! 

Card.  It  hurries  thee  to  ruin — I’ll  not  tell 
thee: 

Be  well  advis’d,  and  think  what  danger  ’tis 
To  receive  a Prince’s  secrets. 

Jul.  Now  you  dally  Avith  me. 

Card.  No  more — thou  shalt  know  it. 

By  my  appointment,  the  great  Duchess  of 
Malfi, 

And  two  of  her  young  children,  four  nights 
since. 

Were  strangled. 

Jul.  Oh,  heaven ! sir,  what  have  you  done  ? 
Card.  Think  you  your 

Bosom  will  be  a grave  dark  and  obscure  enough 
For  such  a secret  ? 

Jul.  You  have  undone  yourself,  sir ! 

Card.  Why? 

Jul.  It  lies  not  in  me  to  conceal  it. 

Card.  No  ? I’ll  swear  you  to  ’t  upon  this 
book. 

Jul.  Most  religiously. 

Card.  Kiss  it : {She  kisses  it. 

Now  you  shall  never  utter  it — thy  curiosity 
Hath  undone  thee  : thou’rt  poisoned  with  that 
book  ; 

Because  I knew  thou  could’st  not  keep  my 
counsel, 

I have  bound  thee  to ’t  by  death. 

Enter  Bosola,  hastily. 

Card,  (starthig)  Ha,  Bosola  ! 

{They  eye  each  other  steadfastly  for  a 
moment,  the  CARDI^'AL  in  dismay, 
Bosola  in  exultation ; the  Car- 
dinal, averting  his  look  from  Bo- 
sola, directs  it  to  J ulia. 

Jul.  {to  Card)  I forgive  you, — ’tis  equal 
piece  of  justice. 

For  I betrayed  you  to  that  fellow. — That  was 
why 

I said  it  lay  not  in  me  to  conceal  it. 

Bos.  Oh,  foolish  woman  ! 

Jul.  ’Tis  weakness 

Too  much  to  think  what  should  have  been 
done ! 

I go  I know  not  whither,  {dies. 

Card,  (furiously)  Wherefore  cam’st  thou 
hither  ? 

Bos.  {sarcastically)  That  I might  find  a 
great  man,  like  yourself. 

Not  out  of  his  wits,  as  the  Lord  Ferdinand, 

To  remember  my  service. 

Card.  I’ll  have  thee  hewed  in  pieces. 

Bos.  Make  not  yourself  such  a promise  of 
that  life 

Which  is  not  yours  to  dispose  of. 

Card.  V/ho  placed  thee  hero  ? | 

Bos.  Her  lust,  as  she  intended. 
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Car.  You  know  me,  now,  your  fellow  mur- 
derer. 

Bos.  Shall  I go  sue  my  fortune  any  longer  ? 
Card.  I have  honours  in  store  for  thee. 

So  thou  wilt  help  to  remove  this  body  and  kill 
Antonio. 

Bos.  There  are  many  ways  that  lead  to 
seeming  honour. 

And  some  of  them  vety  dirty  ones  ! 

Ca7'd.  I will  allow  thee  some  dozen  of  at- 
tendants 
To  aid  thee. 

Bos.  Oh,  by  no  means ! 

Let  me  have  no  train  when  on  such  an  errand. 
Card.  Come  to  me  after  midnight.  I’ll  give 
out  she  died  o’  th’  plague — 

’Twill  breed  the  less  inquiry  after  her  death. 

{Exit  Cardinal. 
Bos.  You  shall  find  me  ready. 
{soliloquising)  Oh,  poor  Antonio  ! 

Ill  seek  thee  out,  and  all  my  cai-e  shall  be 
To  put  thee  into  safety  from  the  reach 
Of  these  most  cruel  biter.s,  that  have  got 
Some  of  thy  blood  already. 

Oh,  penitence,  let  me  truly  taste  thy  cup. 

That  throws  men  down  only  to  raise  them  up. 

{E.eit. 

Scene  III. — A Cypress  Grove  in  the  Gardens 
of  the  Palace  of  Malfi. — Ruins  of  an  ancient 
Abbey  in  the  background,  the  seat  of  an 
Echo. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Delio. 

Bel.  {pomting  off)  Yonder’s  the  Cardinal’s 
window. 

And  to  yon  side  o’  th’  river,  lies  a wall — 

Piece  of  a cloister — which,  in  m}'^  opinion, 

Gives  the  best  echo  that  ever  you  heard  : 

So  hollow,  and  so  dismal,  and  withal 
So  plain  in  the  distinction  of  our  words. 

That  many  have  supposed  it  is  a sx)irit 
That  answers. 

Ant.  I do  love  these  ancient  ruins ; 

We  never  tread  upon  them,  but  we  set 
Our  foot  upon  some  reverend  history  ; 

And  questionless,  here  in  this  open  court. 
Which  now  lies  naked  to  the  injuries 
Of  stormy  weather,  some  lie  interred 
Loved  the  church  so  well,  and  gave  so  largely 
to ’t. 

They  thought  it  should  havecanopied  their  bones 
Till  doomsday  ; but  all  things  have  their  end — 
Churches  and  cities,  which  have  diseases  like  to 
men. 

Must  have  like  death  that  we  have. 

Echo.  Like  death  that  ice  have. 

Bel.  Now  the  echo  hath  caught  you. 

Ant.  It  groaned,  methought,  and  gave 
A very  deadly  accent  P 
Echo.  Boadly  accent.  '■ 

Bel.  I told  you  ’twas  a goorl  echo.  You 
may  Auakc  it 
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A limilsinan — or  a falconer — a musician — 

Or  a thiu”-  of  sorrow. 

Echo,  A thing  of  sorroio. 

Ant.  Ay,  sure : tliat  suits  it  best. 

Echo.  That  suits  it  best. 

Ant.  ’Tis  very  like  mj"  wife’s  voice. 

Echo.  Wifes  voice. 

Del.  Come,  let’s  walk  farther  from  it, — 

I would  not  have  you  to  th’  Cardinal’s  to-night. 
Do  not. 

Del.  Take  time  for  ’t : be  mindful  of  thy 
safety. 

Echo.  De  mindful  of  thy  safety. 

Ant.  Necessity  compels  me  : 

Make  scrutiny  throughout  the  passes 
Of  your  own  life, — you’ll  find  it  impossible 
To  fiy  j'our  fate. 

Echo.  Ely  your  fate. 

Del.  Hark!  the  dead  stones  seem  to  have 
pity  on  j'ou, 

And  give  you  good  counsel. 

Ant.  Echo,  I will  not  talk  with  thee. 

For  thou  art  a dead  thing. 

Echo.  Thou  art  a dead  thing. 

Ant.  My  duchess  is  asleep  now, 

And  her  little  ones,  I hope,  sweetly.  Oh, 
heaven  ! 

Shall  I never  see  her  more  ? 

Echo.  Never  see  her  more. 

{Echo  repeats,  Never  see  her  more. 
Ant.  I marked  not  one  repetition  of  the 
echo. 

But  that, — and,  on  the  sudden,  a clear  light 
Presented  me  a face  folded  in  sorrow. 

Del.  Your  fancy,  merel3\ 

Ant.  {resolutely)  Come : I’ll  be  out  of  his 
ague. 

For  to  live  thus,  is  not  indeed  to  live — 

It  is  a mockery  and  abuse  of  life. 

I will  not  henceforth  save  myself  by  halves : 
Lose  all  or  nothing. 

Del.  Your  own  virtue  save  j'ou  : 

I’ll  fetch  your  eldest  son  to  second  you  : 

It  may  be  that  the  sight  of  his  own  blood. 
Spread  into  so  sweet  a figure,  may  beget 
The  more  compassion.  I’ll  for  him,  fare  you 
well  1 

[Exit  Delio,  Antonio. 

Scene  IV. — Hall  of  the  Palace,  with  Prac- 
ticable Doors,  Gallery,  Sfc.,  as  Scene  II. — 
Table  with  Lamps  at  back;  Chairs. — Two 
Servants  precede  the  Characters. 

Enter  Caedinal,  Malateste,  Geisolan, 
and  Seev^ants. 

Card.  You  shall  not  watch  to-night  by  the 
sick  Prince, 

His  Grace  is  very  well  recovered. 

Hal.  Good,  mj'^  lord,  suffer  us. 

Card.  Oh,  by  no  means ! 

The  noise,  and  change  of  objects  in  his  eye, 
Doth  more  distract  him. — I pray  all  to  bed, 


And  though  you  hear  him  in  his  violent  fit, 

Do  not  rise,  I entreat  you. 

Mai.  No,  sir,  we  shall  not. 

Card.  Nay,  I must  have  you  promise 
Upon  your  honours,  for  I was  enjoined  to ’t 
By  himself,  and  he  seemed  to  urge  it  forcibly. 

Mai.  Let  our  honours  bind  this  trifle. 

Card.  Nor  any  of  your  followers  ? 

Mai.  Neither. 

Card.  It  may  be  to  make  tiialofyour  pro- 
mise. 

When  he’s  asleep,  myself  will  idse,  and  feign 
Some  of  his  mad  tricks,  and  cry  out  for  help. 
And  feign  myself  in  danger. 

Mai.  If  you  cry  out  ever  so  piteously 
I’d  not  come  to  you. 

Card.  I thank  you. 

Gris.  ’Twas  a foul  storm  to-night, — 

The  Lord  Ferdinand’s  chamber  shook  like  an 
osier. 

Mai.  ’Twas  nothing  but  pure  kindness  in 
the  devil 

To  rock  his  own  child. 

[Exetint  with  Servants. 

Card,  {alone)  The  reason  why  I would  not 
suffer  these 

About  my  brother  is  because  at  midnight 
I may  with  better  privacy  convey 
Julia’s  body  to  its  last  lodging.  I would  pray 
now. 

But  conscience  withers  all  my  hope  in  prayer. 
About  this  time,  Bosola  I appoiute  1 
To  fetch  the  body. — When  he  hath  serv’d  my 
turn. 

He  dies. 

[Takes  Lamp  from  Table,  leaving  stage 
dark,  exit. 

Enter  Bosola  through  Panel  under  Gallery^ 

Eos.  Ha!  ’twas  the  Cardinal’s  voice:  I 
heard  him  name  Bosola,  and  my  death. 
Listen ! I hear  a footstep. 

Ferd.  {heard  outside)  Strangling  is  a very 
quiet  death — 

Eos.  {listening)  Na}'-,  then  I see  I must 
stand  upon  my  guard. 

Eerd.  {still  outside)  What  say  to  that  ? — 
whisper  softly — do  you  agree  to’t? 

So  it  must  be  done  i’  th’  dark : the  Cardinal 
Would  not,  for  a thousand  pounds,  the  Doctor 
should  see  it.  [Exit. 

Eos.  My  death  is  plotted — here’s  the  conse- 
quence of  murder. 

Enter  Antonio  cautiously  through  Panel 
under  Gallery. 

Ant.  Could  I take  him  at  his  prayers 
There  were  hope  of  pardon. 

Eos.  {groping  about.)  Fall  right  my  sword, 
I’ll  not  give  thee  so  much  leisure  as  to  pray. 

{Stabs  Antonio,  mistaking  him  for  the 
Caedinal. 

Ant.  Oh,  I am  gone!  thou  hast  ended  a long 
suit 
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[scene  III. 


In  one  short  ininnte. 

Bos.  What  ai  t thou  ? 

Ant.  A most  wretched  thing, 

That  only  have  the  benefit  in  deaUi 
I'o  appear  myself.  (Bosola  takes  out  a lan- 
tern and  turns  up  the  light. 

Bos.  Antonio  ? — 

1 he  man  I would  have  saved  ’bove  mine  own 
life. 

Wc  are  merely  the  stas’  tennis-balls,  struck  and 
bandied 

Which  way  shall  please  them. — Oh,  Antonio ! 
I’ll  whisper  one  thing  in  thy  dying  ear. 

Shall  make  thy  heart  break  quickly. — Thy  fair 
duchess 

And  two  of  the  sweet  children 

Ant.  {trying  to  rise.)  Their  very  names 
Kindle  a little  life  in  me. 

Bos.  Are  murdered ! 

Ant.  Some  men  have  wished  to  die. 

At  the  bearing  of  sad  tidings : I am  glad 
That  I shall  do  ’t  in  sadness. — I would  not 
now 

Wish  my  wounds  balm’d  nor  healed,  for  I have 
no  use 

To  put  my  life  to : I do  not  ask 

The  process  of  my  death,  only  commend  me 

To  Delio.  [Dies. 

Bos.  Break,  heart ! Oh,  my  fate  moves 
swift ! 

I have  this  Cardinal  in  the  forge  already, 

Hov, , ITl  bring  him  to  the  hammer. 

\_Slanding  aside,  unperceived  by  the  Car- 
dinal, tvho  enters,  bearing  a Lamp, 
goes  up,  lays  the  Book  on  Table,  and 
sits — stage  lights. 

Card,  {soliloquising)  I am  puzzled  in  a 
question  about  hell : 

He  says,  in  hell  there’s  one  material  fire, 

And  yet  it  shall  not  burn  all  men  alike. — 

Lay  him  by — how  tedious  is  a guilty  con- 
science ! 

Wlien  I look  into  the  fish-ponds  in  my  garden, 
Methinks  I see  a thing  armed  with  a rake. 

That  seems  to  strike  at  me.  {seeing  Bosola, 
who  comes  forward.) 

Now  ! art  thou 
come  ? Thou  look’st  ghastly — 

There  sits  in  thy  face  some  great  determina- 
tion. 

Mixed  with  some  fear! 

Bos.  {drawing  his  sword  and  rushing  at 
him.)  Thus  it  lightens  into  action — 
lam  come  to  kill  thee. 

Card.  Ha  ! — help  ! — our  guard ! 

Bos.  Thou  art  mistaken ; 

They  are  beyond  thy  call. 

ford.  Hold  : I will  faithfully  divide 

Bevenues  with  thee. 

Bos.  Thy  prayers  and  proffers 

Are  both  unseasonable.  | 

Card,  {shouting.)  Baise  the  watch — we  are  I 
betrayed ! 
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Bos.  I have  confined  jt.uv  flight : 

I’ll  suffer  your  retreat  thus  far — 

No  further,  {leading  him  to  the  body  of 
Antonio.) 

Card.  Shall  I die  like  a leveret. 

Without  any  resistance  ? Help  ! help  ! help  ! 
{struggling  with  Bosola. 

Ferd.  {off.)  Th’alarum  ? Give  me  a fresh  horse  ! 
Enters  hastily  with  sword  drawn,  and  rushes 
towards  the  Cardinal. 

Bally  the  vanguard,  or  the  day  is  lost ! 

Yield,  yield  ; I give  j'ou  the  honours  of  arms — 
Shake  my  sword  over  you — will  you  yield  ? 
Card.  Help  me,  I am  your  brother  I 
Ferd.  The  devil  ! 

My  brother  fight  upon  the  advei-se  party  ? {he 
wounds  the  Cardinal,  and,  in  the 
scuffle,  gives  Bosola  his  death-wound.) 
There  flies  your  ransom. 

Card.  Oh,  justice  ! 

I suffer  now"  for  what  hath  former  been. 

Bos.  {rushing  at  Ferdinand,  ivhom  he 
stabs.)  Now  my  revenge  is  perfect : 
thou  main  cause 

Of  my  undoing.  The  last  part  of  my  life 
Hath  done  me  best  service. 

Ferd.  {fiercely  to  Bosola.)  Base  slave  ! 

I do  account  this  world  but  a dog-kennel : 

I will  vault  credit,  and  affect  high  pleasures. 
Bos.  {sinking.)  He  seems  to  come  to  himself 
now  he’s  so  near  the  bottom. 

Fer.  My  sister,  oh  ! my  sister  ! there’s  the 
cause  on’t. 

‘ Whether  w'e  fall  by  ambition,  blood,  or  lust. 
Like  diamonds,  w'e  are  cut  with  our  own  dust.’ 
{dies.) 

Card,  {to  Bosola.)  Thou  hast  thy  payment 
too. 

Bos.  Yes,  I hold  my  w"eary  soul  in  my  teeth  ; 
’Tis  ready  to  part  from  me.  I do  glory 
liiat  thou,  w'ho  stood’st  like  a huge  pyramid. 
Begun  upon  a large  and  ample  base, 

Shalt  end  in  a little  point — a kind  of  nothing. 
Enter  Malateste  and  Silvio,  followed  by 
two  Servants,  Castruccio  and  Grisolan, 
Doctor  and  Attendants,  Delio,  with 
Antonio’s  Son. 

Sil.  How  now",  my  lord  ? 

3Ial.  Oh  ! sad  disaster. 

Bos.  {to  the  Cardinal,  with  great  earnest- 
ness.) Bevenge  for  the  Duchess  of 
Malfi,  murdered 

By  th’  Arragonian  brethren;  for  Antonio, 

Slain  by  his  hand  ; for  Julia, 

Poison’d  by  this  man  : and  lastly,  for  myself 
(That  was  an  actor  in  the  main  of  all.) 

Much  ’gainst  mine  own  good  nature,  {sinks 
sujyported  by  Servants.) 

Loct.  How  now,  my  lord  ? 

Card.  t Look  to  my  brother. 

Bosola  gave  us  these  large  w"ounds  as  w'C  wove 
struggling 
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THE  DUCHESS  OF  MALFI. 


[scene  IV. 


Here  i’  th’  rushes;  ami  now,  I pray,  let  me 

Be  laid  by,  and  never  thought  of.  {staggers  to 
a chair  and  dies.) 

Mai.  {turning  to  Bosola.)  Thou  wretched 
thing  of  blood, 

How  came  Antonio  by  his  death  ? 

Bos.  {very  faintly)  In  a mist : I know  not 
how. 

Oh,  I am  gone,  {dies.) 

Sil.  The  noble  Delio,  as  I came  to  the 
palace. 

Told  me  of  Antonio’s  being  here,  and  show’d 
me 

A pretty  gentlemen,  his  son  and  heir.  (Delio 
advances.) 

Mai.  (To  Delio.)  Oh,  sir,  you  come  too  late. 


Bel.  I hear  so,  and 

Was  arm’d  for  ’t  ere  I came.  Let  us  make 
noble  use 

Of  this  great  ruin,  and  join  all  our  force 
To  establish  this  young  hopeful  gentleman  ^ 
In ’s  mother’s  right.  These  wretched  eminent 
things 

Leave  no  more  fame  behind  ’em  than  should  one 
Fall  in  irost,  and  leave  his  print  in  snow : 

As  soon  as  the  sun  shines,  it  ever  melts, 

Both  form  and  matter.  I have  ever  thought 
Nature  doth  nothing  so  great  for  great  men 
As  when  she  please  to  make  lords  of  truth: — 

‘ Integrity  of  life  is  fame’s  best  friend. 

Which  nobly  (beyond  death)  shall  crown  the 
end.’ 


THE  END  OF  » THE  DUCHESS  OP  MALFI.’ 


NOTICE. 

We  beg  to  announce  tliat,  in  obedience  to  the  wishes  of  a great  number  of  our  subscribers, 
tlie  British  Drama  will  in  future  be  published  monthhf  instead  of  weekly.  This  wish  has 
been  so  generally  expressed,  that  even  if  it  did  not  suit  our  own  convenience,  we  should  have  no 
alternative  but  to  accede  to  it.  As  this  new  arrangement  will  enable  us  to  devote  more  time  to 
The  selection  of  plays,  and  to  the  general  improvement  of  the  work,  we  hope  to  render  ir  still 
more  worthy  of  the  patronage  it  at  present  enjoys. 

NOTICE  TO  COKEESPONDENTS. 

Tom  Tug. — Write  to  the  Box-keeper  at  Drury  Lane  Theatre,  The  price  we  believe  is  sixpence. 
W,  A. — We  cannot  at  present  undertake  the  publication  of  a work  such  as  you  describe. 
Mexenius. — Our  correspondent  is  right  in  supposing  that  we  have  many  tastes  to  gratify ; and 
if  we  have  departed  from  our  programme  that  course  has  been  imperativey  imposed  on  us  by 
the  wishes  of  a large  portion  of  our  subscribers.  With  respect  to  the  portraits,  we  found 
that  our  subscribers  generally  set  so  little  value  on  them,  and  our  artist  experience  so  much 
difficulty  in  producing  a likeness  in  a woodcut,  that  we  resolved  to  discontinue  them.  We 
have  not,  however,  altogether  abandoned  the  subject.  The  irregularity  complained  of  in 
issuing  the  critiques  we  cannot  justify — we  can  give  no  better  reason  for  it  than  that  it  has 
suited  our  convenience  to  print  several  of  them  together.  In  future  we  will  endeavour  to 
remedy  this. 

A Member  of  the  Newcastle  Theatre. — Your  suggestion  is  worthy  of  consideration. 

J.  Thomas. — Write  to  the  Editor  of  the  Theatrical  Journal. 

A Subscriber. — You  can  have  it  bound  in  divisions,  as  you  choose. 

A Bristol  Correspondent,  who  does  not  favour  us  with  his  name,  and  who  believes  himself 
qualified  to  win  immortal  fame  as  an  actor,  has  sent  us  a string  of  questions,  which  we  will 
answer  in  the  order  he  has  proposed  them. — 1.  Nothing. — 2.  Strongly  marked  features  and 
good  figure. — 3.  Actors  cannot  be  so  classified. — 4.  They  do  not ; they  take  their  cue  from 
the  preceding  speaker. — 5.  Yes.— 6.  By  an  association  of  amateurs. — 7 and  8.  Read  Hamlet’s 
advice  to  the  players. 

John  Qordon. — You  had  better  bind  the  numbers. 


List  of  Plays  already  Published. 

1.  The  Stranger. 

2.  She  Stoops  to  Conquer 

3.  Guy  Mannering. 

4.  Venice  Preserved. 

5.  John  Bull. 

6.  The  Honeymoon. 

7.  The  Wheel  of  Fortune. 

8.  The  School  for  Scandal. 

9.  A New  Way  to  Pay  Old  Debts. 

10.  Deaf  as  a Post. 

11.  Speed  The  Plough. 

12.  Fortune’s  Frolic. 

13.  The  Miller  and  His  Men. 

14.  The  Iron  Chest. 

15.  The  Kivals. 

16.  High  Life  Below  Stairs. 

17.  The  Hypocrite. 

18.  The  Rendezvous. 

19.  Pizarro. 

20.  The  Jealous  Wife. 

21.  The  Slave. 

22.  Foundling  of  the  Forest. 

23.  Isabella. 


Volume  1.  is  now  ready,  containing  “ The  Stranger,”  “She  Stoops  to  Conquer,”  “Guy 
Mannering.”  “Venice  Preserved,”  “John  Bull,”  “ The  Honeymoon,”  “ The  Wheel  of  Fortune,” 
“ The  School  for  Scandal,”  “A  New  Way  to  Pay  Old  Debts,”  and  “Deaf  as  a Post”  and  five 
portraits  of  celebi’ated  actors  and  actresses.  Boards  2s,,  or  handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  full  gilt 
back,  2s,  6cj!.  In  answer  to  numerous  enquiries,  handsome  cloth  cases  with  full  gilt  backs, 
may  be  had  of  the  publishei*,  or  of  any  bookseller,  price  8i.  each. 


List  of  Plays  that  shortly  will  be  Published. 

24.  Heir  at  Law. 

25.  Bold  Stroke  for  a Wife. 

26.  The  Castle  Spectre. 

27.  The  Waterman. 

28.  Rob  Roy. 

29.  The  Quaker. 

30.  Busy  Body. 

31.  Road  to  Ruin. 

32.  Douglas. 

33.  Bombastes  Furioso, 

34.  Every  Man  in  his  Humour. 

35.  Clandestine  Marriage. 

36.  The  Duchess  of  Malfi. 

37.  The  Fatal  Dowry. 

Beggar’s  Opera. 

Paul  and  Virginia. 

Cure  for  the  Heart  Ache. 

Midas. 

Tale  of  Mystery. 

Simpson  & Co. 

The  Beaux  Stratagem. 

The  Belle’s  Stratagem. 

Man  of  the  World, 


Communications  for  the  Editor  to  be  addressed  to  262,  Strand,  W.C. 


MORiSOrsI 

Was  tlie  first  to  protest  a'^ainst  Bleeding,  and 
the  Use  of  Poisons  in  Medicine, 


MORISONIAN  MONUMENT, 

ERECTED  IN  FRONT  OF  THE 

BEITISH  COLLEGE  OF  HEALTH,  EHSTON  KOAD 

LONDON. 

On  the  3l8t  of  March  (day  of  Peace,)  A.D.  1856. 
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